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Eyeless in Gaza 


T= CLASH that occurred on February 28 be- 

tween Israeli forces and Egyptian units near 
Gaza and which resulted in numerous casualties 
is now before the Security Council. But even 
before the Security Council has heard the argu- 
ments of both sides and passed judgment, this 
incident has been used to unleash a wave of anti- 
Israel propaganda. Indeed, the events of the 
past few months along the Israel-Egypt border 
indicate conclusively that this clash had been 
studiously provoked by Egypt in order to win 
the Security Council as a propaganda plat- 
form. 

Any attempt to understand what happened 
near Gaza on the night of February 28 must 
take into consideration the events that preceded 
it. This was not a sudden disruption of the 
peace in an otherwise peaceful area. During the 
months that preceded, seven Israeli citizens were 
murdered in Egyptian attacks and twenty-four 
were wounded. Property damage, especially the 
dynamiting of irrigation lines to the Negev, was 
extensive. Encouraged by the passivity of the 
UN in the case of the act of piracy when Egypt 
seized the Israeli vessel Bat Galim on trumped 
up charges (which were later dropped by Egypt 
itself), the raiders from the Gaza strip into 
Israel became ever bolder until they began to 
penetrate into the heart of Israel’s territory. 
Israel is a very small country. At no point is it 
much more than twenty-five miles wide. These 
Egyptian incursions not only caused loss of life; 
they also undermined the security of a large 
part of the country. The UN truce observers 
have condemned Egypt many times during the 
past months for breaches of the truce, but these 
condemnations, as is usually the case, were not 
followed by any action, and the Great Powers, 
which are so ready to condemn Israeli reprisals, 
remained normally silent. 

It is therefore understandable why nearly 
everyone in Israel felt that there was no choice 
but to meet force with force. In the past they 
had learned that such use of force, distasteful 
though it may be, led to at least a temporary 
reduction in the intensity of Arab attacks. 

Now the entire problem of the relations be- 
tween Israel and her neighbors is again confront- 
ing the world. The Arab countries, and those 
who have staked the future of the Middle East 
on their friendship, are again trying to isolate 
the Gaza incident from the context of events in 


that region and to present it as a unilateral act 
of aggression. But those who are concerned with 
the peace of the area are again demanding a re- 
view of the entire situation and steps to put an 
end to the unnatural condition of a truce that 
does not function and to its replacement by a 
permanent peace between Israel and her neigh- 
bors. 

Unfortunately it is not likely that the respon- 
sible, long-range. point of view will prevail. 
Since the Great Powers have committed them- 
selves to a course of appeasing the Arab gov- 
ernments, they will most probably again end by 
adopting a resolution condemning Israel without 
doing a thing to remedy the situation basically. 
This will leave matters in their present danger- 
ous condition. Arab infiltration will be encour- 
aged, and Israelis, being only human, will prob- 
ably be goaded again into sharp reprisals. The 
eventual outcome of such a policy is not hard 
to foresee. In their pursuit of an eyeless policy 
in Gaza and on the other frontiers of Israel, the 
Great Powers surely realize where they are go- 
ing; their protestations to the contrary do not 
sound very convincing. 

Even cynical and power minded state depart- 
ments and foreign offices cannot for long main- 
tain the legend of their “impartiality” when 
they tolerate Egypt’s consistent declarations that 
she is at war with Israel, when they stand idle in 
the face of Egypt’s acts of piracy and infiltration 
into Isarel, and then sanctimoniously condemn 
Israel for daring to defend itself. 

We can only repeat the warning that unless 
the policy of appeasing the Arab rulers at all 
costs is soon superseded by one of true concern 
for the peace of the Middle East, the results are 
bound to be tragic. 


Germany Exports Kultur 


ECENTLY we had occasion to comment in 

these pages on the insensitivity of post-war 
Germany, when the Bonn government proposed 
to send as its observer to the UN a man with 
former Nazi affiliations. The authorities in West 
Germany have now given another demonstra- 
tion of their callousness in this respect. At this 
time we are being offered a series of twenty-one 
concerts by the Berlin Philharmonic Orchestra 
now visiting here on a good will tour. The 
orchestra’s conductor, Herbert von Karajan, and 
its manager, Gerhard von Esterman, are’ both 
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former Nazis. It is maintained that other mem- 
bers of the orchestra have also belonged to the 
Nazi party in the past. 

The arrival of the Berlin Philharmonic Or- 
chestra raised only a slight ripple of protest, 
and even this was at once offset by a statement 
from the Committee on Cultural Freedom de- 
fending the Orchestra’s visit here. The general 
music loving public seems completely unim- 
pressed by von Karajan’s and von Esterman’s 
Nazi past and has been attending their concerts 
with the same enthusiasm that it lavishes on 
other musical events. 

It is quite possible, of course, that, as in 
the case of the diplomat to be sent to the UN, 
Germany had no choice in the selection of an 
orchestra to go to the U. S. on a good will tour, 
that there simply are no prominent orchestra 
conductors and managers in Germany today who 
have not been tainted with Nazism. This strange 
phenomenon—the almost total absence of Ger- 
man saints in the Sodom of Nazi Germany who 
could be called upon now to represent the new 
Germany decently before the world—has been 
noticed on numerous occasions in the recent past. 
and in each instance it has given the lie to the 
oft-repeated claim that the German people had 
been the victims of a Nazi gang. 

The callousness of the present-day authorities 
in Germany is understandable. If the American 
public does not resent being fed culture by for- 
mer Nazis, why not send these as emissaries of 
friendship? Somewhat harder to understand is 
the indifference of the American audiences. 
Many among them had been the direct or in- 
direct victims of Nazism. Yet the so recent past 
of a decade ago seemed forgotten as they rushed 
to hear von Karajan and his orchestra play 
Haydn and Wagner, as if this was their only 
chance to hear these compositions. It is this 
estrangement from one’s own recent past that 
arouses melancholy speculations regarding the 
future. What will be the guideposts for tomor- 
row if yesterday is to be totally erased? 

Now that the ice has been broken, we may 
look forward to more cultural mission from 
Germany headed by former Nazis, and next 
time even the ripple of protest that greeted the 
Berlin Philharmonic Orchestra may be missing. 
As for the orchestra itself, the competent re- 
viewer of the New Yorker described it perhaps 
more revealingly than he intended when he 
wrote that “its members have a commendable 
knack of subordinating themselves as parts of 
the total ensemble, and the over-all effect is one 
of extreme solidity and painstaking teamwork.” 
In fact, a total musical machine. 


JEWIsH FRONTIER 


The JNF Assembly 


HE “LAND FoR Security” Assembly of the 
‘™ Jewish National Fund that was held in Wash- 
ington on March 11-13 did not attract the de- 
gree of attention that it rightfully merited. In 
fact, the Jewish National Fund as such seems 
to have been “lost in the shuffle” in recent years. 
After the rise of Israel many people failed to 
understand why the JNF was still needed and 
did not give thought to its manifold and en- 
larged tasks under the new conditions of a free 
Israel. This was unfortunate, because the great 
work of JNF in acquiring land as the inalien- 
able property of the people and not of individ- 
uals, in settling self-supporting farm families 
on this land, in ameliorating this land and re- 
foresting Israel, did not end with the establish- 
ment of Israel. On the contrary, these tasks 
now expanded as the area available for settle- 
ment increased and immigrants came in great 
masses. It is true that JNF as an independent 
fund raising agency was sharply curtailed. Aside 
from some traditional JNF collections (the blue 
boxes) and special projects, the work of JNF 
in Israel is financed by UJA. But the historic im- 
portance of JNF was never that of a fund raising 
agency, but as an institution which implemented, 
on behalf of the World Zionist Movement, such 
basic social principles as self-labor, return to 
the soil and the reclamation of waste lands for 
the use of a landless people. This the JNF con- 
tinues to do. Though considerable land was 
made available by the flight of many Arabs to 
the neighboring hostile countries, this land was 
not to be taken gratis. It has to be paid for to 
the custodian of abandoned property, and when 
the day comes and the Arabs consent to sit with 
Israel at a peace table, a settlement will have 
to be made for this land. Furthermore, most of 
the land in Israel is not abandoned cultivated 
soil, but desert waste that has to be made pro- 
ductive by means of irrigation and other forms 
of amelioration. Forests must be planted. New 
settlers must be taught agricultural work. New 
types of crop rotation have to be tried out. All 
these the JNF continues to do on a larger scale 
than ever before. Nor are these activities purely 
of a social and economic nature. In the cir- 
cumstances in which Israel finds itself, every 
cultivated acre not only adds to the country’s 
food supply—it also provides security to the 
land and its inhabitants against infiltrators. 


There was a time when JNF was one of the 
most popular institutions among Jews. In recent 
years its significance was unnecessarily overshad- 
owed by more spectacular efforts. The time has 
come to reassert the values which it is creating. 
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On Sceoud Thought 





On Informers 


HE CURRENT ANTICS of Matusow should not 

obscure the gravity of the situation which 
his re-recantation has served to highlight. It 
does not matter whether he is lying now or 
was lying some months ago when his testimony 
helped indict a number of men charged with 
Communist activity. Whatever should prove 
true, one circumstance would remain un- 
changed: the fact that Matusow is a completely 
unreliable witness whose testimony is mean- 
ingless. Unfortunately the Matusow episode is 
notable for being spectacular rather than unique. 
Matusow’s noisy clowning commanded public- 
ity, but it should be remembered that the gov- 
ernment’s use of completely discredited wit- 
nesses has by no means been limited to Matusow. 

The same week that Matusow was making 
the headlines, a Mrs. Marie Natvig was con- 
fessing that her testimony which linked Edward 
Lamb, an Ohio publisher and broadcaster, with 
Communist activities was false. She claimed 
that she had been coerced into “lying” by Wal- 
ter Powell, the F.C.C. attorney who prepared 
the case against Mr. Lamb. A Lowell Watson, 
an ex-Communist who was collecting his $25 
a day for services as a professional witness for 
the Justice Department also testified that his 
testimony against Mr. Lamb was false. Mrs. 
Natvig has been indicted for perjury for lying 
about Mr. Powell. Whether she lied about Mr. 
Lamb is apparently not being considered at 
present. But Mrs. Natvig’s self-analysis is worth 
quoting. She stated that when she first took 
the stand she was no longer able to “differen- 
tiate between fact and fiction.” 

This is reminiscent of the piquant admission 
of Paul Crouch, the professional ex-Communist 
informer whose credibility had been repeatedly 
impugned. In explaining an untruthful letter 
he had written about an associate, Crouch dilated 
upon his modus operandi: “I do that to develop 
my imaginary powers. That is why this letter 
is semi-fiction. Part of it is true and part of 
it is not.” 

The popular distaste for informers is not likely 
to be removed by the current cast. The profes- 
sionals number too many obvious candidates for 
a rogues’ gallery or an asylum. Whether they are 
psychopaths with a Dostoyevskian inclination to 
confess — preferably about somebody else — or 
whether they are calmly venal, ready to make a 
dishonest dollar the easiest way available, it is 
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terrifying to think that such individuals can 
destroy an innocent man through their unsup- 
ported accusations. Nor is it reassuring to hear 
Assistant Attorney General William F. Tomp- 
kins characterize the wide-spread demand for 
a revision of the present security procedures as 
“a Communist effort.” Mr. Tompkins’ pes- 
simism is uncalled for. Not only Communists 
are interested in justice for the individual or 
civil liberties, though some Government spokes- 
men appear to believe that a vocal concern for 
any of these supposedly American blessings is 
strictly un-American. 


It is highly improbable that Matusow is a 
Communist Trojan Horse deliberately intro- 
duced to discredit informers as such. The psy- 
chological characteristics that he exhibits are 
common to many of the tribe. A sharp distinc- 
tion must be drawn between former Commu- 
nists who, disillusioned with the tactics and pur- 
poses of Communism now fight those purposes, 


‘and individuals who have made a career of their 


past sins, accusing and confessing in the best 
Moscow style. The latter are both an unsavory 
and apparently unreliable lot. The instinctive 
distrust of the turn-coat comes from the fear 
that he may not have stopped turning. 

It is ironic that just when the country as a 
whole has been aroused by the exhibitions of 
Matusow and company, the New York Board 
of Education should be considering a resolution 
to force teachers who have left the Communist 
Party in good faith to disclose the names of 
their past associates in the Party. It is not 
enough to make an honest break with a false 
ideology; the teacher must become a stool pigeon. 

Do the members of the Board of Education 
really believe that a teacher who will turn in- 
former for the sake of his job will be a more 
trustworthy and a more salutary influence in 
the class room than one who will refuse to do 
so regardless of the consequences? When we 
learned that children in Soviet Russia were 
urged to inform on members of their families 
we were rightly sickened. We understood that 
no amount of rationalization could excuse the 
corruption of the individual which such service 
to the state betokened. 

I am now not speaking of traitors or active 
conspirators against the United States. Such 
people do not recant, and if they do their re- 
cantations are suspect. In any case, if spotted, 
they would not be acceptable as teachers in 
the public school system. I am speaking of the 
kind of person whom a Bella Dodd might have 
persuaded to join the Communist Party through 
an appeal to idealistic motives. There are prob- 
ably thousands of disenchanted ex-Communists 
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America and Israel 


by Nahum Goldmann 


Ts IS THE FIRST TIME that all major organ- 

izations in American Jewry, with but a few 
regrettable exceptions, are meeting primarily to 
discuss the political situation of Israel, partic- 
uraly in terms of American-Israeli relations. All 
previous conferences of this nature wre primar- 
ily, and often exclusively, devoted to its econom- 
ic problems and to a consideration of how 
American Jews, in their overwhelming majority 
vitally concerned with the future and destiny 
of Israel could best help the new State surmount 
its financial difficulties. The fact that the lead- 
ers of the major Jewish organizations in this 
country, both Zionist and non-Zionist, have 
deemed it necessary to call at this time a confer- 
ence dealing mainly with Israel’s political prob- 
lems, is indicative not only of the urgency of 
these issues, but also of a change in Israel’s gen- 
eral position. Until recently, the new State 
was most vulnerable on the economic front, 
now this has been replaced by vulnerability on 
the political front. Israel’s economic vulnera- 
bility was natural in the first years of its exis- 


On the weekend of March 5, a conference of the repre- 
sentatives of twenty of the largest Jewish organizations 
met in Washington to appraise United States-Israel rela- 
tions, and to express the mounting concern of the Jews 
in this country over the policies of the State Department 
in the Middle East which serve to isolate Israel. Following 
is the full text of the address by Dr. Nahum Goldmann, 
Chairman of the Jewish Agency for Palestine, which he 
delivered at the opening session of the conference. 





who discovered that their innocent dreams of 
social redemption were not likely to flourish 
under the intellectual strangle-hold of the Com- 
munist Party. When such people expose the 
false faith, the God that failed, we are grateful 
for the light they shed on the great ideological 
conflict of our time. But sensitive individuals 
will be reluctant to involve men and women 
who had been their former associates, who had 
shared their errors and their hopes. A teacher 
who virtuously compels a child to be a tattle- 
tale is not making a better citizen of her pupil. 
If the Board of Education, through economic 
pressure, will succeed in breaking down the 
natural aversion of most decent individuals to 
assuming the role of informer, the result will be 
salutary neither for the teachers nor for the 
children under their influence. 


Marie SyRKIN 


tence, confronted by the unique and unparalleled 
task of admitting and absorbing 800,000 new 
immigrants, most of them penniless and wholly 
untrained. It is a source of deep satisfaction 
and of real pride to us today that Israel is no 
longer in jeopardy economically or financially, 
that the majority of its immigrants have been 
absorbed and settled, and that in the last two 
years, for the first time in its brief history, Israel 
has no longer been living from hand to mouth, 
has in fact begun to consolidate her economy 
and to look to the day, however far away, when 
she might be more or less self-supporting and 
subsist primarily on her own resources. That 
she has achieved this much within a few years, 
despite the formidable chores of mass immigra- 
tion, is one of Israel’s outstanding achievements, 
and the spectacular result also of the assistance 
rendered by the Jewish communities throughout 
the world, and especially by the American Jew- 
ish community through the United Jewish 
Appeal, Israel bonds, and diverse other fund- 
raising activities, and most recently, and most 
spectacularly, through the re-funding loan. 

While there is continual improvement and 
consolidation on the economic front, there seems 
to have occurred grave deterioration on the 
political front which, in the past twelve months, 
has become a perilously exposed flank. While 
economic and financial help to Israel must con- 
tinue undiminished, and must in fact be accel- 
erated to solidify past gains, it is natural that 
her problems in the field of foreign policy, and 
in the sphere of security, should become a major 
concern of all those concerned with Israel’s wel- 
fare. We have met here to discuss these matters 
and to determine what the American Jewish 
community, with its profound affection for, 
and unqualified solidarity with Israel, might do 
to eliminate some of the political dangers, and 
to secure Israel’s survival. 

It is my task at this opening session to attempt 
an analysis of the political situation, of the rea- 
sons for its deterioration, and to examine the 
problem primarily in terms of American Near 
East policy. I shall, to the best of my ability, 
try to indicate some solutions and how Amer- 
ican Jewry can contribute to these solutions. 
This is not a conference of protest and of bitter 
criticism; it is a conference of deliberation, 
clarification, and calm, even though by force 
of circumstance grim, counsel. I am glad that 
we have with us authorized representatives of 
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the U. S. Department of State, for it is impor- 
tant that we should hear their views and they 
should hear ours. Only by means of frank dis- 
cussion, can misunderstandings be cleared away, 
disagreements be resolved, and constructive solu- 
tions be offered to difficult problems in which 
we are vitally concerned as Americans and as 
Jews. 


]; FOR ONE, do not believe that Israel’s political 

difficulties are of short duration. They will 
continue some time and we who are so deeply 
interested in Israel must be prepared to live with 
them for at least a number of years. It is essen- 
tial, however, that we become familiar with the 
objective causes underlying these problems. The 
fundamental reasons and causes for any political 
situation are rooted in objective facts and cir- 
cumstances. I do not think that the main reason 
for the deterioration of Israel’s political situa- 
tion is due to a change of administration in 
Washington or to a radical departure, by this 
administration, from past American policy to- 
ward Israel. Far from Marxist in my conception 
of history, I do not underestimate the importance 
of personalities in the context of historical de- 
velopment. However, the simple approach of 
imputing fault to one person, one set of officials, 
one particular administration, is the most con- 
venient and also the most unfair manner of con- 
sidering difficult matters. 


The basic reason for Israel’s political dilemma 
is the absence of normal relations with her con- 
tiguous neighbors, the absence of peace between 
them, the obtuse and perniciously obdurate re- 
fusal of the Arab states to accept the State of 
Israel as an equal and sovereign state in the Near 
East. So long as this situation prevails, Israel’s 
political front will remain unstable and exposed 
and whatever crises might develop on this front 
will always be symptomatic of this general con- 
dition. Viewed from this larger perspective, it 
becomes evident that the deterioration which 
seems to have occurred within the past year is 
only a dramatic accentuation of a fundamental 
condition that has prevailed for years. That 
many of us were unaware of this critical aspect 
of Israel’s position does not mean that it did not 
exist. All the components were present, although 
less pronounced, and somnolescent. Dr. Chaim 
Weizmann, the greatest Jewish statesman of the 
last. generation, always compared the political 
situation with the Baltic Sea. “In the winter 
months,” he used to say, “when the Baltic Sea 
freezes it seems quiet and smooth. Politics is like 
that sometimes—problems seem to vanish as if 
under the surface of the frozen sea, then Spring 
comes, the ice begins to break, the winds begin 
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to blow, the storms begin to rage and the cur- 
rents and cross-currents, released from their sub- 
marine prison, are then felt and seen by every- 
body.” 

The unsolved problems of Arab-Israel rela- 
tions and of the Near East generally were 
eclipsed, until very recently, by problems of 
higher priority on the agenda of international 
politics. Western Europe had to be organized, 
and then came the war in Korea and the Civil 
War in Indo-China. It is impossible to deal with 
all difficult problem simultaneously, and so the 
urgency of the European and Far Eastern prob- 
lems caused the deferral of the unsolved issues 
of the Near East. Today the problem of Western 
Europe is nearing some kind of solution, the 
wars in Korea and Indo-China have been sus- 
pended, the Defense Organization of the Far 
East has been established, and so the Western 
Powers have advanced the priority of the Near 
East which, in terms of global defense, has re- 
mained unorganized, constituting a vacuum 
which other powers will fill if the Western 
Powers do not. 


The rule that life is a great healer does not 
always apply, least of all in the political sphere 
where, if deferred too long, problems only tend 
to increase in intensity and acuteness. The 
problem of Arab-Israel relations belongs in this 
category, and should these relations remain un- 
altered, all efforts to organize the Near East for 
defense or for any other kind of regional coop- 
eration or common action must fail. I am afraid 
this is so not only because Israel is the most 
democratic state, and posesses what is probably 
the strongest single military force in the whole 
region, but also because of Israel’s unique geo- 
political position as a key to the gates of the 
Near East and as a land-bridge between the Mos- 
lem countries of Africa and Asia. Geography, if 
nothing else, should persuade us how impossible 
it is to organize the region while disregarding 
Israel, one of its primary components. Now that 
the Western Powers have focused on the de- 
fense of the Near East, the problem of Israel- 
Arab relations, however much some of them 
might want to temporize, or to defer this deli- 
cate issue, must share their attention, for they 
cannot hope to resolve the larger problem of 
their concern, if they fail to solve this lesser 
problem. 


T CAN OFFER no magic formula. By its very 

nature, this problem defies quick solution. 
Like many other important international prob- 
lems, this problem is largely psychological. Taken 
one by one, the issues which must be solved in 
order to normalize Arab-Israel relations, are 
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by no means insoluble, and are indeed less com- 
plex than some other international problems. 


These issues are: 


1. The problem of the Arab refugees, which is 
of great human and moral importance, in- 
volving the suffering of hundreds of thou- 
sands of people. It is quite useless to go into 
a discussion of the historical antecedents of 
this problem, of who is primarily responsible: 
Israel simply because it came into being, gain- 
saying centuries of dispersal, or the Arab 
leaders, because they alarmed Palestine’s Arabs 
into flight. We are concerned not with useless 
recriminations but with the problem itself, 
whose solution is a prerequisite for the nor- 
malization of Arab-Israel relations. Objective 
experts concede that the most efficacious solu- 
tion is to settle them in a setting of Arab 
culture, under Arab rule, in underpopulated 
neighboring Arab states whose greatest need 
is population if they are to raise their living 
standards and develop their potential resources. 
Such a solution is bound to be a boon for the 
whole region, particularly for the Arab states 
and result in ultimate satisfaction for the hap- 
less Arab refugees. To try to force them 
back into crowded Israel, amidst a non-Arab 
majority culture, is to compound dilemma and 
to evade all solution. 


2. The second problem is that of Israel’s terri- 
tory, or frontiers. For example, can it be ser- 
iously assumed, even for one moment, that the 
Arab states with their vast rich territories, 
supplemented by many deserts, require also 
the Negev desert, essential to Israel’s economic 
future and in which only the Jews are pre- 
pared to invest tremendous effort and capital? 


3. The third problem is Jerusalem. What objec- 
tive reasons are there for any Arab state, with 
the possible exception of Jordan, and the lat- 
ter for prestigial reasons only, to insist upon 
the internationalization of the New City of 
Jerusalem, built by the Jews in the past sev- 
eral decades and devoid of religious and his- 
torical associations? The Old City, which is 
truly sacred to all the three major faiths of 
Western civilization, is possessed by Jordan, 
not Israel. 


These three issues, on their merits, are not too 
difficult to solve. Solution is prevented by the 
absence of all desire, on the part of the Arabs, 
to deal with them constructively. The minutest 
problem becomes insoluble where goodwill is 
lacking. The Arabs, for decades, have been in- 
doctrinated in hatred for Jewish effort and 
aspirations in Palestine. The Arabs’ defeat by 
Israel’s smaller numbers in the Arab League’s 
War against the new state resulted in bitter 
frustration and hurt pride. This, added to sev- 
eral decades of indoctrination in fanaticism and 
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rejection of a Jewish State in Palestine, presents 
a grave psychological problem, whose solution 
requires time, and a change of climate. Even 
those Arab leaders who deep in their hearts know 
that Israel is here to stay and that their secret 
hopes of a second round are only delusions, are 
afraid to reveal the truth to their people and to 
take the initiative towards creating a climate in 
which Arabs and Jews could discuss and solve 
these problems objectively. 


Ascarnst THIS BACKGROUND, | shall now at- 

tempt to analyze, specifically, America’s 
Near East policy as it affects Israel. I have never 
felt that the Republican Administration is un- 
friendly toward Israel. There is no objective 
reason why any American administration, or 
statesman, or set of statesmen, should be other 
than well-disposed to the new state. Israel has 
generally sided with the Western powers at the 
United Nations and on other international plat- 
forms; it possesses a small but respectable and 
efficient military force; structurally and cul- 
turally, it is a modern democratic state, dia- 
metrically opposed to all totalitarianism; its 
emotional and spiritual commitments to Ameri- 
can Jewry, the largest Jewish community in the 
world, only deepen the affinity between the coun- 
tries. The additional fact that several million 
American Jews, and several more million Amer- 
icans of all faiths, are deeply interested in Israel, 
provides further legitimate motivation for 
friendship toward Israel by whatever adminis- 
tration holds power in Washington. The fact 
that no other government on earth has matched 
America’s help to Israel, only bears out my 
premise. Notwithstanding President Truman’s 
profound interest in Israel, and the Democratic 
Party’s traditional sympathy with Zionist aims, 
there would have been no help forthcoming 
from Washington if our Government, at any 
time, had felt that American and Israel interests 
are incompatible. 

Why, then, has there in the past year arisen 
a crisis in American-Israel relations? Why is 
Israel now worried about America’s attitude, and 
why have American Jews, and all American 
friends of Israel, lately been demanding clarifi- 
cation and a restatement of American policy on 
Israel? 

There is no disagreement between Israel’s 
friends and the administration over the two basic 
principles of American Near East policy, these 
being the need for bringing the Near East into 
the defense orbit of the Western world, and for 
gaining the confidence of the Arab world, twin 
purposes neither of which can be achieved with- 
out the other. It is over methods that we differ. 
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The administration believes that the methods 
called for are (a) the arming of the Arab states, 
and (b) their enlistment in defense agreements 
and regional security organizations. However, 
by so doing we are giving the Arabs precisely 
what they want—granting them arms, building 
their military power, in addition to rendering 
economic assistance without requesting anything 
in return. We ignore Israel, as though she 
were geographically elsewhere. This, in my hum- 
ble opinion, is a fatal error, a fundamental weak- 
ness, and self-defeating. Why should the Arab 
states make any effort to change the climate of 
their relations with Israel, if they get all they 
want from the U. S. without such effort? These 
were not the policy and methods applied by 
America in the solution recently of other dif- 
ficult problems in that region. U. S. aid to Iran 
was conditioned, at one time, upon an oil agree- 
ment, and aid to Egypt was conditioned, for 
some time, on an Anglo-Egyptian Suez agree- 
ment. 

Political life is not a Halloween party. In 
international diplomacy you do not simply 
shower gifts. You bargain, and bargain hard, 
and you are constantly vigilant, for a single 
moment of absent-mindedness can be fatal. 
None knows this better than our own Depart- 
ment of State. An American policy which adds 
to Arab arms without correspondingly increas- 
ing Israel’s arms can have only one result—if 
pursued much longer, it will have destroyed the 
delicate balance of strength which is the only 
deterrent to an Arab second round against Israel. 
Extremist Arab leaders boast openly of their in- 
tent. Recent examples have been provided by 
the King of Saudi Arabia and a Syrian “elder 
statesman.” Assurances in Washington that such 
extremist utterances are intended for domestic 
consumption provide poor consolation. It is the 
so-called “domestic consumer,” after all, who 
will be mobilized for the second round. When- 
ever I hear the argument about “domestic con- 
sumption,” I am painfully reminded of the 
short-sighted and fatal policy of the Western 
powers, especially Britain and France, toward 
Hitler. Like today’s Arab potentates and colo- 
nels, he too never made a secret of his intention 
to annihilate the Jews, subjugate his neighbors, 
enslave Europe and conquer the world. But 
whenever he sounded off, Chamberlain and 
Bonnet were quick to reassure their peoples that 
Hitler’s mouthings were harmless demagogy, in- 
tended for domestic effect. The world has paid 
heavily for the mistakes and naivete of Cham- 
berlin and Bonnet. We cannot predict whether 
Arab policies will be determined by fanatics or 
moderates. Governments come and go—partic- 
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ularly in the Arab world. Arms once delivered 
are neither returned nor retrieved. We have no 
quarrel with American Near East policy. We 
are firmly convinced, however, that the methods 
used to effect this policy are bound to defeat it. 
We who can see disaster ahead, would be lax in 
our devotion to America if we did not broadcast 
our fears. 


AAMERICAN DIPLOMACY in the past few years 

has been engaged in the exploration, exam- 
ination, and negotiation of a large diversity of 
projects and systems for the organization and 
defense of the Near East. All of these projects 
failed, but the latest project seems to have some 
chances of success. What has characterized all 
projects, including the latest, is the total exclu- 
sion of Israel. This implies, as I had once told 
a high State Department official, a de facto 
withdrawal of recognition from Israel and de- 
nial of its existence, for how, in the opinion of 
the State Department, can Israel hope to main- 
tain her position in a state of such total isola- 
tion? Some of the Arab states have long had 
alliances with Britain. All have alliances among 
themselves. A number are now aligning with 
the Western’ defense system. Israel is the only 
country in the Near East, and anywhere in the 
world, without a single defense agreement or 
defense alliance. To compound Israel’s injury 
and anxiety, both Britain and the U. S. are 
sending military aid to the Arab states while 
Israel receives none. Need I spell out in dollars 
and cents, the financial burden Israel must incur 
if she is to maintain, out of her own meager 
resources, her balance of strength with the Arab 
states? And this is one financial burden the Jew- 
ish communities around the globe cannot re- 
lieve, for very obvious reasons. Need I tell you 
the psychological and political effect upon Israel 
as she watches the whole area being organized 
and coordinated, flattered and cajoled, courted, 
wooed and chased, while she alone is treated as 
though she were not there, a mere figment of 
the imagination? Any wonder that Israel is 
worried, irritated, distressed? There is no greater 
demonstration of Israel’s maturity and states- 
manship than her moderation in the face of this 
fantastic and untenable situation. 

The Arab extremists have been watching the 
effects of these American methods in the Near 
East with profound, although suppressed grati- 
fication. The odds are piling up in their favor. 
The balance of strength between Israel and the 
Arab states is diminishing. The noose of isola- 
tion is tightening around Israel. Elsewhere, it 
has been Western policy to keep regional security 
organizations open to all who wished to join, 
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but in the Near East exceptionalism has been 
instituted which bolts the door in Israel’s face. 
These methods of American policy have placed 
Israel in greater jeopardy than I care to spell 
out, but they have also placed the very purposes 
of American policy in jeopardy, for they must 
lead to its perversion by Arab extremists to ends 
Washington had never intended. 


To place this legitimate criticism on the rec- 
ord before our fellow Americans of all faiths, 
and to impress upon those responsible for these 
methods that revision is imperative, is the pri- 
mary purpose of this conference. I am sincerely 
convinced that the aims of U. S. policy in the 
Near East can best be achieved by terminating 
the unilateral arming of the Arabs, or, at least, 
by adequately supplementing Israel’s arms, and, 
above all, by announcing clearly and impres- 
sively that Israel will not be denied her legitimate 
place in any defense system worked out for the 
Near East, and by taking the first steps toward 
implementing this intent. 


[ Do Nor for a moment believe that the Arab 
states, if they are serious about joining a 
Western defense arrangement, would decide to 
stay out of it just because Israel were invited 
to join. Assuming, for argument’s sake, that 
they made Israel’s exclusion a condition sine qua 
non, would this not be clear evidence of their 
eventual intent towards Israel and could Amer- 
ica concur in that intent? Of course not. If 
U. S. policy is concerned, as I have no doubt it 
is, with Israel’s survival, we cannot afford to 
pay for Arab cooperation in the coin of Israel’s 
exclusion. I have no doubt that American dip- 
lomats find it easier negotiating with the Arabs 
if the problem of Israel-Arab relations is rele- 
gated to the background. However, since nor- 
malization of Arab-Israel relations is indispen- 
sible to a successful organization of the Near 
East, any defense structure that is brought into 
being under conditions that disregard Israel’s 
existence, is constructed on shifting sands. 


There is a time for yielding and a time for 
temporizing, but there is also a time for firm- 
ness and courage and fearless facing up to chal- 
lenge. The time for such courage and fearless- 
ness in the Near East is now, when all the prob- 
lems of the Near East are being unfrozen, and 
all the great issues are up for solution. The 
American Government and all the Western Pow- 
ers must make it clear to the Arabs that the 
West means what it has been saying about Israel, 
and that the Arabs must accept Israel as an equal 
partner in any Near East Security System. Un- 
less this is done, American policy must fail, and 
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it is a'policy for whose success we pray as Amer- 
icans, as Jews, as freedom loving men. 

I state these views not in a captious or chas- 
tising mood. I voice this criticism, shared by 
the overwhelming majority of American Jews, 
and by millions of Americans of all faiths, in 
the hope that it will be given considération by 
the leaders of this administration now engaged 
in a review and reappraisal of American policy 
in the Near East. The results of this review have 
long been overdue, and the delay, I am sure, 
should not be imputed to deliberate procrastina- 
tion, but to objective difficulties inherent in a 
delicate situation. What we hope this reap- 
praisal will bring, is not.a revision of the basic 
aims of American Near East policy, with which 
we are wholly in accord, but a revision of its 
methods and application. We hope above all, 
for a clear statement that America regards 
Israel as a permanent and integral feature of 
the Near East, a legitimate and equal partner 
in whatever defense structure is created in that 
region, entitled to all concommitant arms aid, 
economic assistance, and political considerations, 
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A Conversation in Panama 


by Hayim 


a okie out from the broad veranda of my 

hotel, I could easily see what went on 
“abroad.” My hotel is in the Canal Zone, and 
is thus legally on American soil. But only a few 
steps down the hill I could see a tropical park 
that was already within the borders of the inde- 
pendent Republic of Panama. A protest demon- 
stration was being held in the park. Perhaps 
ninety percent of the demonstrators were school 
children, some barefoot, others wearing shoes, 
and all ostentatiously dishevelled, led by their 
teachers. They carried huge placards and flags. 
They sang the Panamanian hymn in piping 
childish voices, and flayed the United States 
with their outcries: “Down With Yankee Im- 
perialsm!” “Down With Dollar Militarism!” 
“Honor Before Bread!” “Panama Fears No 
One!” “Down With Harry Truman!” “Three 
Cheers for Simon Bolivar!” The small fry had 
been on the warpath for some days, protesting 
Panama’s signing a new agreement granting 
Washington new military and naval bases for 
the next twenty years. The schools were closed; 
teachers and pupils went out on strike. They 
refused to return, they maintained, till the 
Panamanian parliament would revoke the 
“shameful” agreement. Panama must be free, 
free and sovereign. Some American military po- 
lice guarded the entrance to the hotel. I knew 
they had instructions not to cross “the border” 
and not to interfere with the paraders on the 
other side. Actually it was their duty to prevent 
uniformed Americans, officers and enlisted men, 
from going into the city. The atmosphere was 
tense and the American army did not want trou- 
ble with the native population. 

The Negro waiter brought me my orange 
juice and winked meaningfully. He was a native 
of Panama, but if one spoke Spanish to him, he 
pretended not to hear. He had been waiting on 
American generals and admirals for many years, 
and this, he felt, made him a part of the Zone. 
His status, he seemed to believe, required that he 
speak English. Now he smiled and said: ‘““How 
do you like the kids? Not one of them knows 
what the agreement with America is all about. 
But they are glad to join a demonstration any 
time, day or night—just so they don’t have to 





March, 1955 marks the second anniversary of the death 
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go to school. Now they are all excited. The 
teachers are on strike. I heard that communists 
bribed the teachers’ union to make trouble for 
the United States. You don’t believe it? I 
heard it myself . .. from some very important 
persons.” 


MX cvesr and I sat at a side table in the large 

dining room of the hotel. He slowly sipped 
his coffee and smoked a cheap cigar. He was 
angry. 

“They want demonstrations,” he fretted. 
“What good will these do? And supposing par- 
liament becomes courageous and refuses to ratify 
the agreement? What then? I am second to 
no one in patriotism in all of Panama. But the 
country is an American colony in any case. Of- 
ficially the United States is merely our tenant, 
but have you ever heard of a tenant who has a 
perpetual lease so that it is impossible to be rid 
of him at any time and under any conditions? 
Such is America’s lease on the Canal Zone. Last 
year I spent a few weeks in Paris, and was simply 
ashamed to admit that I was a Panamanian. In 
the house where I had been invited for dinner 
a little girl was amazed to hear that there really 
existed a country named Panama. She had 
thought “panama” was a French word meaning 
fraud. How could I explain to her that the 
swindle in connection with Panama had been 
imported from her own Paris, by a countryman 
of hers named Ferdinand de Lesseps who de- 
frauded honest Frenchmen of 300 million dol- 
lars? And as if the girl’s etymology was not 
enough, she had an older brother who explained 
to her that Panama was indeed a country, that 
their uncle wore a Panama hat, but that the hat 
was really made in Ecuador. At this the little 
girl laughed, now really convinced that Panama 
signified fraud. My host tried to mend matters 
by explaining that things need not be taken so 
literally; Havana cigars, for instance, were real- 
ly made in Mexico. True, I got even with the 
girl. I asked her what ‘France’ meant in French, 
and she said it meant nothing; it was not a word, 
just the name of a country. But ‘Panama,’ I ex- 
plained to her was a word and meant ‘an abun- 
dance of fish.’ So she was curious to know in 
what language this was, and I told her in Indian. 
Now she was really amazed. ‘In Indian?’ she 
wondered. ‘Are there still Indians in the world? 
And I thought all of them had been killed long 
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ago. 
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I interrupted my guest: “Why do you take to 
heart what some little girl in Paris thought or 
said? There isno harm init. We had been talk- 
ing about American bases.” 

“Yes, bases,” he said. ‘But why do you think 
we drifted away from this subject? Because the 
bases are only a stage in the long road of enslave- 
ment that stretches over centuries. It began 
with the Spaniards, and the English added their 
bit from time to time. You must have heard of 
Henry Morgan and his piratical murder and 
looting expedition. The Americans are finishing 
the process in my day. It is not a question of 
this or that military base. What is important 
is that the white invaders have mongrelized my 
people, my race. You will pardon the term; I 
know it is not a popular one now. Yes, they 
mongrelized my race and crushed its civiliza- 
tion.” 


WE WERE BOTH SILENT a while. The term 

“race” made me feel uncomfortable and an 
impenetrable partition seemed to have arisen be- 
tween us. I don’t know too much about the his- 
tory and ethnography of Panama, and the little 
that I knew began coming to mind. I knew that 
the people of Panama were a mixture of ethnic 
strains—a more thorough mixture, perhaps, than 
any other Latin American people. First, they 
are a mixture of Indian tribes. For us, white 
people, all Indians seem to be the same, unless 
one studies the subject closely. The Indians of 
Saskatchewan or Alaska, and those of the pam- 
pas of the Argentine, belong to one people so far 
as we are concerned. We forget that the term 
“Indian” denotes a variety of peoples and tribes 
whom the white discoverers found in the Amer- 
icas and did not know who they were. But I 
recalled that in Panama Indians of South and 
North met. At one time a stream of daring and 
adventurous emigrants came here from as far 
away as Bolivia and Peru. Civilized and uncivi- 
lized Indians met here, formed relationships and 
probably mingled with one another. The Span- 
iards added no small share of their own blood to 
the present population of Panama. The Spanish 
invaders did not disdain the Indian women, and 
the Catholic Church ignored the children born 
out of wedlock. Negroes were imported from 
the West Indies, and Chinese were brought to 
build the railroad across the narrow isthmus be- 
tween the two oceans. And, I hope my fellow- 
Americans will forgive me, but it should be re- 
called that about one hundred years ago, during 
the great gold rush, Panama was an important 
transit station on the way to the gold mines of 
California, and the future millionaires could 
scarcely have been expected to abstain from the 
biblical injunction to be friutful and to multi- 
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ply during their long stays in the country. How, 
then, could one speak of a Panamanian race? 
Who in this country could recall, or know for 
certain, what his ethnic origins were? Who 
could be considered “pure” in this land, and who 
had been “‘mongrelized?” 

But my guest was not surprised at my ques- 
tions — he was aware of the ignorance of the 
average white man regarding the true and origi- 
nal Americans. Why should I be expected to 
know more on this subject than the average in- 
telligent citizen of Panama, he conceded. 

“When you come here,” he said, “you see only 
the capital; at best you also visit Colon, which 
is even more cosmopolitan than the capital. Who 
among the visitors to Panama has ever gone to 
see the remote district between Rio Tabasara and 
Golfo Dulce? I am not blaming you. You won’t 
find hotels there; you would have to rely on the 
hospitality of the poor natives, but it is they who 
are the true nation of Panama, even though 
often they can’t even speak Spanish. Their civil- 
ization had been crushed by the whites. I am one 
of them. I am a Chiriki whom fate brought 
first to a Jesuit school, and then to one university 
after another. My head has been filled with stuff 
that is well known to you. By education I am 
a European, but my roots are among the Indians, 
among the the ‘half civilized,’ among those who 
don’t know Spanish and who, though not less 
Christian than the Archbishop, still love to wor- 
ship some ancient idol. My heart is with them, 
for I am still a Chiriki.” 


“"T muSsT CONFESS I never heard the name 


Chiriki before,” I had to admit. ‘‘Chiriki?” 
“Chiriki! Would you believe it, but my an- 
cestors knew of the Deluge before the Spaniards 
came and brought the Bible. The oldest Spanish 
chronicles tell how Gil Gonzales came before 
Nicaragua, then the ruler of the Chirikis. The 
Indian asked Gonzales whether be knew of the 
Deluge, and why the gods flooded the world, and 
that another Deluge would one day inundate the 
earth. I know, you will probably say that the 
Deluge legend is universal, that it is part of the 
folklore of all the peoples of the world. What 
of it? This only demonstrates that the Indian 
tribes were not nearly as savage as they were 
made to appear; that they had their own, not 
inconsiderable, civilization. But I am not inter- 
ested at this moment in drawing a comparison 
between my people and the tribes of Africa or 
Polynesia. The Spaniards themselves told that 
they found a people with an elaborate way of 
life, a native ethos and esthetics, and original and 
highly developed concepts of chivalry. In the 
region from which I come unmarried women to 
this day wear a golden shield over one breast— 
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to indicate to the public that they are still virgin 
—and married women never go outdoors with- 
out two such golden shields over their breasts. It 
is an ancient custom among my people, and I 
would advise ‘more civilized’ nations to intro- 
duce a similar custom—it might contribute sig- 
nificantly to the purity of their family life. It 
is a pity that you don’t read Spanish fluently, or 
I would show you volumes of Spanish records 
written by soldiers, clergy, merchants, pirates, 
telling what kind of people they found here. To 
this day Chirikis practice a kind of wordless 
communication with their neighbors to indicate 
their state of mind. If a Chiriki is in mourning 
he will not go outdoors without painting a cer- 
tain symbol on his face. The color of the paint 
and the shape of the design tell everyone whether 
their wearer is in love, or goes to make an offer- 
ing to his gods, or to pray at some sanctified spot. 
Looking at him everyone knows whether he 
should be left alone to his sorrow, or it is desirable 
to talk to him, or perhaps even to sing to him. 
If the painted design on his face indicates an 
earnest state of mind, nobody will involve him 
in levity. Now tell me, is this culture or isn’t 
it? Is it a way of life, or not? Is this savagery 
or a more elevated state of spiritual life? And 
here is another example. What does a Chiriki 
boy do when he reaches maturity and begins to 
feel that he is a man? In New York, or here, 
in the capital of Panama, he starts going to 
dance halls, or to less reputable places. But a 
Chiriki boy knows that attaining maturity in- 
volves a series of rituals of penitence and offer- 
ings, of fasts and self-punishment. He with- 
draws from society and spends days and nights 
in some forest solitude. After he feels purified 
and fit to be married, he sits with his back to the 
door before the home of the girl whom he de- 
sires. He sits there in silence—this is his way of 
courting her. If the girl accepts him, she too 
says nothing but she brings him his meals, and 
this is his sign that he has been accepted. How 
would you describe this pantomime? Is this sav- 
agery or culture? Or take another group of 
Indians, as you call them, about whom the early 
Spanish invaders told in their chronicles — the 
Guaymis. The Guaymis are also Chirikis, but 
from another district. A Catholic clergyman 
who accompanied Espinoza on his expedition of 
conquest tells in his diary about a talk with the 
ruler of that region after the latter had been 
beaten and conceded his defeat. I have read that 
wonderful declaration so many times that I can 
quote it by heart: 


“LIKE AN EXHAUSTED WARRIOR I now rest 
awaiting my last day. My people and I have 
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learned that we are born on condition that we 
die. Like all mortal things, our hands and the 
fiesh on our bones are doomed to lose their 
strength. We return to the unknown; we go 
from darkness to darkness, from evil to evil, 
from birth to death, from the great soaring of 
the soul to the agonizing pain of the heart, from 
joy to sorrow, from laughter to tears, from 
youth to age, from strength to weakness, from 
dust to dust—this is our fate. Is there any 
meaning in all this, in our being born in order 
to live, and our duty to live in order to die?’ 


***But between the darkness and the light we 
have become aware of the glow of something 
that is not like the evil that lives under the sun. 
We have seen it in life and in death, in our sor- 
row and in our tears; we have seen it among 
the beasts of the field and the forest, and in the 
sky among the uncounted stars, until it became 
faith; and since we have acquired faith we no 
longer fear to die. 


*“*We know that our parents loved us and 
worked for us not in order to gain something, 
but simply out of love. This is the law of life 
among animals and beasts. When we are wound- 
ed, when our limbs are injured, there is some- 
thing in nature that heals and makes the broken 
whole again. We cast seeds into the ground, 
and there is something that later brings them 
out of their graves anew, living seeds, the same 
seeds but more numerous than the ones we have 
thrown in. We see the sun shining every day, 
and we never have to do anything to make it 
shine. When we are kind to dumb animals, they 
respond with goodness. The wild boar and the 
gentle pheasant become friendly. The thorny 
bushes bring out roses of delicacy and beauty. 
We have learned to distinguish time and days 
from days from the sun and the moon and the 
stars, from plants and living creatures. We have 
learned to honor the time when the corn ripens 
and when the moon is full and when winter 
begins. We have made for ourselves a day of rest, 
a day of praise, and a day of honoring the power 
that is over us. We have learned to serve a 
Master, to sing His praises, to bring Him offer- 
ings, and to do what is good. That Master moves 
everything. We see Him in the smile of those 
who are dear to us; we see Him in the humility 
of our dogs; we feel Him within ourselves when 
we experience happiness, when our warriors 
return from battle, and when we have our great 
hunt. Out of gratitude we pray to Him and 
bring Him offerings; and because we are the 
highest of all creatures around us, we understand 
that He is a being similar to us or greater than 
we, and that He is capable of hearing us and 
understanding our feelings . . . We cannot see 












































14 JEWisH FRoNtrR| Mal 
the wind, but we can feel it and we know that every man has the right to cherish a hopelex 
it exists and that it moves. In the same manner dream, and I will never renounce mine.” 
we know that He exists, and that He works An American general passed by our table 
every day through the earth and the sun and He knew my guest well. He slapped his back 
in our bodies. He will lead us through the un- cheerily and stopped for an instant to ask 4 
known when we die. He can destroy all our question in the tone of one desiring no answer: 
enemies, free us from pain and tears, drive out “What are you so excited about? The bases?” ” 
i j : ; j ti 
the darkness, redeem us in death. We see Him My guest answered him quickly: Pies 
in the way a wound heals, a thorny bush pro- i ellie ila ‘age ish. ab eels 
duces roses, sunshine comes after rain, man’s ia heces pn a ee oe Po we Oe 
soul dies without fear of death.’ aoe as th 
& and | sou 
walked away. Two ng ladies were iti ou 
“BK SpaNIsH pRIEsT wrote this down, and I ,. sini ‘0 young | dies were awaiting} y 
. him at a neighboring table. loses 
want you to belive me that I did not give vi 
you a paraphrase of some passage in the sacred onal 
scriptures familiar to you. Our Spanish con- as 
querors were not interested in idealizing or ' a 
presenting in a more favorable light those whom The Ben Zvi Album es 
they murdered and looted and tried to enslave sich 
forever. And now I want you to tell me frankly: ® olin 
Di ible, and Christian , 
id my aie ae : = : iio In order to give every member of the Labor hist 
mussionaries, ang the mgher civilization tha Zionist Movement and every Jew in America the bool 
was brought to us from Genoa and Madrid and feeling of personal participation in this historically for 
Lisbon? Who can tell what we might not have significant birthday gift to Yitzhak Ben Zvi. it was wall 
attained had we been left alone, had they not decided to present to him and to the First Lady Y 
built £ heneh j hedonl d cf Israel, Rachel Yanait Ben Zvi, an album, which 
ae SOE CNS RES CRLMOUL NS, CHVELES On will contain the names of all those who will give pect 
cheap dance halls. or raise $25.00 for the Ben Zvi Project. The people even 
“That’s why I insist again and again that I whose names will be thus inscribed will go down Not 
. oh ‘ in history as the builders of the new fortress, which 
am not greatly interested whether the United will ieee symbolize Jewish continuity and eternal = 
States will content itself with its old military vigilance for their rights as a people and as a cul- = 
bases or will obtain new ones. Were it up to me, tural entity. “y 
_ 0 
I would set apart that part of Panama where the Every member of the Labor Zionist Movement, ¥ 
remnant of my people still has not lost its soul, every reader of the Jewish Frontier and all the Jews rahe 
and I would forbid Americans and English and of America are urged to participate in this tribute 
S baal d Chi d . to the Second President of Israel, whose conduct fron 
oo inese and Jews to heeeeneliineeniaias in office is the pride of all the citizens of Israel tion 
We might become a great people with our own and reflects glory upon the Jewish people through- to a 
unborrowed and unimposed civilization. No, I out the world. pern 
am not really a patriot of Panama; I am a Please fill out the coupon below and mail your the . 
Chiriki patriot. I know that this patriotism is pledge or contribution to the Labor Department —— 
utopian—worse than utopian; it is sheer despera- of the Jewish National Fund. us i 
tion. In time my district, too, will have paved terri 
roads and railroads and telephones and five-and- LABOR DEPARTMENT — spiri 
ten cent stores peddling the luxuries of New ge werge 7 mus' 
York, and whisky and Coca Cola, and cheap xitercwnnicnueaiieeeaaa “thi 
> 4 4 1 Please reserve space to enter my name in the an ¢ 
editions of the Bible and recordings of vu gar FOUNDERS and BUILDERS of the oo aye 
: : . RESS of MODIIN ALBUM, which will be pre- ance 
popular ee I know that in time American sented to ITZHAK BEN ZVI, President of Israel, ya 
: lif 
tourists will penetrate there, and hotels will be in connection with the observance of his 70th ite 1 
. : Birthday. to s 
built for them, and wii people will become | hereby pledge to give and raise $25.00 sion 
waiters and get quarters for services which to- | jeyenie...... % 
day they still offer as part of their ritual of (Dote) i. 
hospitality, and they will babble a poor Spanish 1 Name . ee 
and a still worse English. My people is becoming : 1 EON Cae oe Ane OMAR CRORE ET nerre MeO ticul 
extinct, and the fact that I sit here with you, t we 
: . ; 1 Organization sudd 
that I am a resident of the capital and a frequent ! 
visitor in the American military club in Balboa 7 
is perhaps the best proof of our extinction. But Bers’ 
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The Idea of a Spiritual Home 


by Ben Halpern 


N Morpecar M. Kapian’s latest tract*, set- 

ting forth a new program for Zionism, one 
feels the author’s intense conviction that what 
he proposes is exceedingly timely and urgent. It is 
as though he were a chef with a newly concocted 
soufflé, served piping hot from the oven, and 
you must sup quickly before it falls flat and 
loses its tang. This may seem strange, for what 
the book offers is largely the old, familiar phil- 
osophy of Jewish living that Dr. Kaplan has 
so patiently presented to us for so many years 
of an extremely devoted and industrious life. 
Nor has he been without recognition until now, 
either. His views have long since won them- 
selves a well-defined place in American Jewish 
history. It would seem, accordingly, that in a 
book by Dr. Kaplan there could be little reason 
for eagerness and excitement, except the young 
and ardent spirit of its author. 

Yet the author is not mistaken. There is a 
peculiar timeliness about his book—one might 
even say that it is a fever symptom of our times. 
Not the intellectual biography of its author, 
but the vicissitudes of Jewish organizational life, 
particularly the “crisis” of the Zionist move- 
ment, explain why this tract has such an air 
of transient intensity about it. 

What is it, in brief, that Dr. Kaplan wishes 
us to do? He proposes that we convert Zionism 
from a movement for the territorial concentra- 
tion of a dispersed, and hence insecure, people 
to a movement for maintaining that people in 
permanent dispersion. He, too, recognizes that 
the survival of the Jewish people is threatened. 
However, he believes that what will perpetuate 
us is not the physical security of a sovereign 
territory but the psychic anchorage of a new 
spiritual home. The Israeli community, he says, 
must cast into the forms of religion the new 
“this-worldly” values which it will derive from 
an ethically ordered life, well rooted in our 
ancestral national soil. Thus, it will pump new 
life into Jewish culture and create new “Torah” 
to sustain other Jewries in permanent disper- 
sion. 

What is there about these weary old ideas to 
make anyone write about them with a thrill of 
new discovery? There is this: Jews, and par- 
ticularly the hard core Zionists in America, have 
suddenly begun to feel a need for ideology; and 





* A New Zionism, by Mordecai M. Kaplan, Theodor 
Herz] Foundation, 1955, 176 pp., $2.00. 


this particular set of ideas seems to offer them 
an outlet from the very severe moral and intel- 
lectual dilemma in which they are caught. 


THAT THE AMERICAN ZIONISTS are in such a 

dilemma is so obvious that it is practically 
bad taste to mention it. Not only non-Zionists 
but other Zionists as well, particularly the Is- 
raelis, challenge them daily with pitiless insis- 
tence either to go to Israel and build it, or give 
up the name of Zionist. This is a choice that 
is not easily made, nor can an American Zionist 
feel that the demand to choose between alter- 
natives so formulated is really justified. He 
feels in his bones that there is a third way, his 
way; but he generally becomes shrill and angry 
(as do also, of course, his opponents) in trying 
to define it, precisely because the grounds he 
stands on are so shifting and insecure. 

We are all familiar with the theory American 
Zionists are building in self-defense. America, 
we say, is not Exile, but a home to which we 
cleave. We are a fully integrated community 
here, in no danger of liquidation, and with no 
thought of emigrating. Yet, we insist, we are 
Zionists. What constitutes our Zionism? The 
answer, if familiar, is vague. Hardly old enough 
to have been fully formulated, it has already 
acquired the blurred outlines of banality. What 
makes us Zionists is our doctrine that the Jews 
throughout the world are One People. 

What exactly does this imply and why is it 
a belief that makes us different from non-Zion- 
ists? That Jews are One People—the very prem- 
ise with which Herzl began — used to mean 
primarily that Jews have a common history and 
destiny, and only secondarily that they are united 
by common cultural bonds. Thus, the first 
thesis a fledgling Zionist learned to defend 
against opponents was that “Jew” was an eth- 
nic rather than a religious category. ““Common 
history and destiny,” in the old days, meant the 
Jews lived everywhere “in Exile,” or as a “‘minor- 
ity” in all countries, and would never be secure 
in their existence until a Jewish State was es- 
tablished. Now that the State exists, a con- 
tinuation of this stress on our common destiny 
leads naturally to demanding that American 
Jews join the migration to Israel. If we reject 
that, we are forced to play down the idea of 
a common Jewish destiny as a specific Zionist 
doctrine. (Even non-Zionists in America are 
fully aware that a threat to Jews everywhere 
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is a threat to us, too, and, that the strength of 
Israel is of vital interest to us, too.) We are left 
then with our common Jewish culture as the 
main feature of our “distinctly Zionist” idea 
that Jews are One People. 


This culture we share particularly with Israel. 
And here the American Zionist turns at bay and 
becomes aggressive. In our debate with the Is- 
raelis, we deplore and view with alarm tenden- 
cies in Israel to discard the common cultural 
heritage that unites them with the Jewish people 
throughout the world. As Zionists, determined 
to maintain Jewish identity in the Diaspora in 
perpetuity against all the winds and floods of 
assimilation, we demand of Israel that it be more 
Jewish, so that it may become our spiritual 
home and help us to live—away from it. 


E HAVE COME a long way indeed from our 
old Zionist positions. In the old days, since 
we held that we were not merely a religious but 
an ethnic group, we argued that our spiritual 
bond must be not only a cult but a culture. 
From this, old-time Zionism inferred that Jew- 
ish culture had to be made free—in Zion—in 
order to be sound; and we were inclined to feel 
that whatever Jewishness might turn into in 
Zion would be the living Jewish culture. Today 
we make quite a different inference. Israel is 
not free to develop culturally as it may please. 
It is the Zionist duty of Israel to be “Jewish” 
—that is, to develop in ways appropriate not 
only to its own situation, but to ours; or perhaps 
particularly to ours. 

However, much as one may appreciate the 
psychological compensations that American 
Zionists can derive from turning this argument 
against the Israelis (and fully as we understand 
the irritability that requires it), we must keep 
in mind that the view of the Jews as One People 
united by a common culture was formulated 
for a specific reason: it was supposed to distin- 
guish Zionists from non-Zionists in America. 
This distinction is what ought to be made clear, 
and so far we have had little enough clarifica- 
tion. Yet the essential implications of the idea 
that Jews as One People must also have one 
common culture are not so difficult to perceive: 
just as Diaspora Jews demand, on the strength 
of this principle, that Israel must remain “Jew- 
ish” so that it can be our spiritual home, so 
they must logically also demand that Diaspora 
Jewry qualify itself to share fully in the culture 
that is to be revived and/or preserved in Israel.* 
The difference between a Zionist and a non- 
Zionist would then be that non-Zionists did not 
accept the idea of sharing fully in Israeli cul- 
ture, and hence would—in the Zionist view— 
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expose us to the danger of ceasing to be One 
People. 

But the idea of sharing a culture rooted in 
another land, and developing in new directions 
in another land, calls for closer examination. 
To what extent is it possible? And to what 
extent is it even desirable? 

What is possible and what is desirable are not 
absolute principles, of course. If we were to 
take them as such, we could hardly imagine a 
real participation in an ethnic culture—from 
abroad. If an ethnic culture means anything, 
it means that form of symbolic communication 
which occurs between all such people as are in 
effective and continuous social contact and have 
a common language. Living out of effective 
social contact with the Israelis, we could only 
share in an imitation of “ethnic culture” to- 
gether with them—provided that Hebrew were 
a living language among us. 

But even as to this mock-ethnic unity, what 
is possible depends on what is regarded as desir- 
able, and what is desirable—on what is felt to 
be possible. In Eastern Europe, the Jews (at 
least, a large proportion of them) thought it 
both possible and desirable to sustain an ethnic 
culture of their own in Yiddish, as well as a 
parallel culture in Hebrew which united them 
with the Yishuv in Palestine. In order to main- 
tain this situation, they were ready to demand, 
not only at home but at international confer- 
ences, legal guarantees and facilities for Yiddish 
and Hebrew education. More important even 
than that, they were prepared for the effort of 
organization involved in fighting to maintain 
the Jewish ethnic culture as the primary cul- 
ture of the Jewish community. No Zionist in 
America thinks for a moment of proposing this 
kind of program for us here. We consider our- 
selves ambitious if we hope to maintain at least 
a rabbinate and a staff of Hebrew teachers more 
or less conversant with Hebrew as something 
between a dead and a foreign language. For the 
rest we hopefully plan to build “bridges” to 
Israel by tours, students’ visits, by newspaper 
and magazine reports of events there, and by 
translations and other forms of cultural ex- 
change. 


THis, WE FEEL, is about all that is possible; and 
what we mean is that this much is possible, 


* This is a logical conclusion some American Zionists 
refuse to see, nevertheless. One of the most vigorous 
defenders of American vs. Israel Zionism seems to think 
that intensive Hebrew education, as provided in all-day 
schools, is nothing but an unAmerican trick devised by 
Israelis to make young people maladjusted. 
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because only this much—with a distinct straining 
of the will—is believed to be desirable; and if 
we are to interpret plainly this last euphemism, 
what we really mean is that only this much is 
likely to be tolerated without involving us in 
too much unpleasantness, under the circum- 
stances of our life in America at this time. 

What we sense to be the tolerance level of 
America at any time depends, of course, on how 
sensitive we happen to be at the moment. Since 
the State of Israel was born, there has been a 
remarkable rise in our sensitivity to the issue 
of dual loyalties. We ignored the whole matter 
with calm indifference before then, as we may 
surmise, for two reasons. First, until the State 
arose, there was nothing but the devotion of 
Jews in the Diaspora (and for us, particularly 
the Zionist Movement) to embody our hope for 
the security and perpetuation of the Jewish 
People. Now that the State exists, the ‘“com- 
mon destiny” of the Jewish people depends much 
less (and certainly not exclusively) upon our 
Jewish and Zionist loyalty. Hence, we can now 
“afford” to be sensitive on the issue of loyalty. 
Secondly, moreover, the loyalty in question was 
then one to an intangible aspiration, whereas 
now it means supporting the interests of a tangi- 
ble, existing sovereign state. This, it would 
appear, is intrinsically more open to objection 
than was our devotion to what was then only 
a hope. Thus, our new definition of Zionism, 
making Jewish culture primary in it, serves two 
purposes at once: not only does it relieve us 
of any responsibility to go to Israel and build 
it, but it shifts our major commitment from 
a physical entity to a spiritual one. This, we 
dimly feel, is far less likely to involve us, with 
non-Jews or non-Zionists, or even in our own 
minds, in perplexities about the vexed issue of 
dual loyalties. 

But is this really the case? If Zionist discus- 
sion were conducted with any degree of serious- 
ness in this country, we should long ago have 
realized it was a delusion to suppose that ethnic 
cultural bonds are intrinsically any less open 
to suspicion in America than are social and po- 
litical ones. We can accurately state the factual 
situation by reversing the proposition: social- 
political no less than cultural ties to a home- 
land abroad are an accepted part of the Amer- 
ican folkways—but only up to a certain point. 
Both alike are regarded with a degree of sus- 
Picion which increases rapidly when it is felt 
that the point of tolerance has been exceeded.* 
America looks on with an amused indifference 
or even sympathy when the Irish picket a visit- 
ing English dignitary, when Jews hold protest 
Meetings against Britain or the Soviet Union 
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or the State of Israel, or when Arab representa- 
tives attack both the State of Israel and the 
American Jews. Nobody will imagine that this 
means there are no circumstances that could 
make Americans resentful of such attachment 
to a country abroad. Resentment would cer- 
tainly arise if some interest upon which the 
country is strongly united seemed to be involved. 
In the same way, America enjoys the colorful- 
ness of folkways and cultural traits brought 
over from abroad. Yet nothing would be moxe 
likely to arouse hostility in this country than 
to try to preserve (as the Germans did) a full 
national culture foreign to this soil. The first 
thing America demands is that “foreigners” 
learn to think, talk, and act like “natives.” 


A full scale attempt to “Hebraize” the Amer- 
ican Jewish community risks the charge of dual 
loyalties,** no less (if no more) than does a 
full-blooded, old-style Zionism, dedicated to 
strengthening the beginnings of Jewish nation- 
ality in Israel. Such a program, moreover, in- 
volves an effort of a kind and magnitude which 
are no less tremendous, and which would mean 
quite as radical a change of mentality, as would 
be needed to achieve a large scale immigration 
of American Jews to Israel. 

The fact is that no variant ethnic culture is 
possible, or tolerable, in America today. The 
first things the immigrant loses are his distinc- 
tive external cultural traits, the very ways in 
which he communicates. It is only with great 
difficulty, if at all, that he succeeds in losing 
quite so completely his social segregation. The 
cultural distinctiveness that is possible and tol- 
erable in America, the cloak under which so- 
cially segregated groups foster insignificant, 
picturesque vestiges of their ethnic culture, is 
the freedom of religious difference alone. 


JAAND HEREIN we have the answer to our ques- 

tion: major cultural distinctiveness as “de- 
sirable” (that is, tolerated,) and possible in 
America only to the extent that outwardly it 
appears as difference of religion. Moreover, no 
full-blooded ethnic culture can be transported 
abroad in translation. What can be shared in 
this way bears far more the earmarks of a cult 
than a culture; and it can be successfully propa- 


* Nothing like a fixed “coefficient of tolerance” for 
difference exists, of course, but what is tolerated at one 
time in given conditions, or for one group rather than 
another, is considered intolerable at, in, and for others. 
Anyone can supply examples. 

*%* In either case, actual danger on this score would 
depend, not on what we ourselves might do in these 
respects, but on the circumstances which would unite 
America against Jews or Israel as such. 
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of the society in which he lives. He begins by 
sharing personally and sympathetically the 
motivations of the people around him, and di- 
rects his whole thought to securing their ful- 
fillment. He is, consequently, also very prac- 
tical. But, like many another philosopher, it is 
characteristic of him, too, that the people who 
read him with pleasure—and with a true re- 
sponse, for they see that he is concerned with 
what concerns them—do not follow him very 
far in any practical direction. 

We have seen this repeatedly in Dr. Kaplan’s 
writings that deal with American Jewry. In 
the present book, dealing mainly (as far as 
practical proposals are concerned) with Israel, 
or with world Jewry as a single people, it is 
obvious that the same things will again occur. 

We have seen that the basic ideas about world 
Jewry, and particularly about the relation of 
Israel and the Diaspora, which Dr. Kaplan has 
long preached are the very ideas the American 
Zionists have now come around to, in their em- 
barrassment at the establishment of the Jewish 
State. But the practical conclusions which he 
draws from those ideas can never be taken ser- 
iously by American Zionists and, it is needless 
to say, by any other group of Zionists. 

To Israel, in order that it may qualify itself 
to serve as the spiritual home of Diaspora Jewry, 
Dr. Kaplan makes the following modest pro- 
posals: The Orthodox groupings and parties, 
the believers in supernaturalism and a total 
revelation at Mount Sinai, should become (or 
be forced to become?) tolerant of other, liberal, 
“this-worldly” forms of Jewish belief and prac- 
tice, which should be established as the dom- 
inant style of religious culture of the Israeli 
Jews. Mapai, on the other hand, already the 
most representative group in the political and 
social life of the community, should redefine its 
own beliefs and practices as constituting a reli- 
gion, and as the authoritative continuation and 
revival (or may we say, reconstruction?) of the 
Torah, or at least of certain approved strands 
of Jewish tradition. All this should take place 
not in the course of a Kulturkampf but through 
a general conciliation of all parts of the com- 
munity, wherein the present partisan groupings 
in Israel would be dissolved and a new consensus 
arise, binding all parts of Israeli Jewry to one 
another in a single religious brotherhood, and 
Israel to the traditions of the Exile and to the 
new Jewries of the Diaspora. 

This is not merely a pleasant dream but a 
“practical” conclusion from principles and a 
program for immediate action. So much be- 
comes inescapably obvious from Dr. Kaplan’s 
other modest proposal directed to World Jewry. 
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What he would like Israel to do, on behalf of 


the religious reconstruction of the Jewish’ peo- 
ple, nay be conceived as a remote, long-range 
ideal, which need not be incompatible with 
doing nothing, or very little, immediately to 
achieve it. For World Jewry he proposes a step 
so direct and well-defined that one can either 
do it immediately or reject it, or must, at least 
postpone doing it — but one cannot simply 
accept it “in principle.’ He wants no more 
and no less than for Zionism to convene a World 
Jewish Conference, a sort of Ecumenical Jewish 
Council. This assembly is to proclaim Jewry 
a world people, consecrated to a religious civil- 
ization, with its center in Israel, where the 
civilization flourishes full-blown, and its mem- 
bership permanently domiciled throughout the 
world, where they will practice the tenets of 
the civilization as a cult. Following upon this 
proclamation, the Council will resolve itself into 
a permanent Institute (perhaps under the aus- 
pices of the Hebrew University) to study in 
detail the cultural, ritual, moral, and _ social- 
economic changes which the world Jewish com- 
munity will have to institute in order to give 
substance to its Peoplehood. 


]F 4 Buse critic were to get this book as a relic 

of antiquity, with no clue to its historical 
circumstances, he might not have our difficul- 
ties in defining its genre. Its form is the form 
of a political or “cultural policy” memorandum. 
But we who know in our bones what are the 
practical, immediate consequences of proclam- 
ations and policies enunciated in the circum- 
stances we live in, find it hard even to assume 
the mental attitude of practical consideration 
toward such a fantasy. We are predisposed to 
read any book by Dr. Kaplan as a kind of didac- 
tic romance, a type of social-cultural Utopia, 
with its leading ideas appealing to our taste for 
sublimity and its “practical” consequences to 
our eye for illusory verisimilitude. But let us 
make the effort and imagine what it would 
mean if anyone in the Zionist leadership were 
somehow led to take these proposals seriously 
and try to convene a World Conference for the 
sake of declaring the Jews a world People, a 
global religious brotherhood. 

The first effect of announcing such a project 
would be to raise a storm of controversy in the 
American Jewish community. (Let us not go 
into the reaction of Israeli Jews or other Jew- 
ries.) It might, to be sure, find some enthusias- 
tic adherents. It is not so long since some of 
the American and World Jewish Congress lead- 
ership were openly in favor of declaring the 
World Zionist movement extinct and nominat- 
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ing themselves its residuary spiritual and mate- 
rial legatees. So, the first to echo Dr. Kaplan’s 
call might well be a small section of vested 
interests of various kinds (but not necessarily 
all such) who have felt that Zionism in the 
Diaspora is now an outlived anomaly—and what 
they desired to achieve under a banner of “non- 
Zionism” or impartial Jewishness they might 
welcome under Dr. Kaplan’s banner of a “New 
Zionism.” On the other hand, there are those 
who have always reacted as a bull to a red flag 
whenever the idea of a formal unity of Jews is 
raised. We do not need to imagine their out- 
cries, for they daily ring in our ears on far less 
provocation. As for the Zionists “in between,” 
these typical American Jewish leaders who now 
lean to Dr. Kaplan’s basic ideas and use his 
language, they would be horrified not only at 
the prospect of arousing a controversy over 
formulas. They would be even more startled 
at being asked to commit themselves finally 
and definitively to all the consequences of a rhe- 
torical phrase which happens at this moment to 
give them psychological comfort. 


The obvious consequences of trying to give 
a religious definition to Jewish Peoplehood and 
its world culture would be even more drastic. 
Among all the divisive factors in Jewish life 
today, there is none that can have so acute an 
effect as religious difference. Precisely because 
everyone is agreed—or well on the way to 
agreeing—that Judaism, as a religious tradition, 
is the bond that makes us One People, it would 
be fatal to take this proclamation seriously and 
try to arrive at binding forms, even in mere 
definition. 


Dr. Kaplan should know this better than 
anyone else. It is he and his group whose re- 
constructed prayer book called forth the unique 
attempt at anathema and expurgation by any 
contemporary rabbinical group in America. 
What, then, would be the gale of protest that 
would follow an announcement by the labor 
groups and the liberal bourgeoisie of Israel and 
the Diaspora that they held their way of life, 
as exemplified particularly by the principles of 
the Histadrut, to be the authentic Jewish religion 
‘of our day? What practical man could be ex- 
pected to accept a proposal to present this as 
the new essential Torah upon which to unify 
the Jewish People the world over? 


YET WE cannot drop Dr. Kaplan in this way, 
by simply pointing out that his proposals 
are ludicrously impractical. He is entitled to 
have us explain how we (American Zionists) 
can accept his theoretical principles and yet 
reject their necessary practical conclusions. 
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This question leads us into areas where we 
maintain a precarious social equilibrium by a sort 
of conspiracy of silence, by what Nordau used 
to call a system of “‘conventional lies,” or what 
is possibly more accurately described as a pru- 
dent sophistication or a wise skepticism. The 
American Jewish community keeps on a stable 
keel by not questioning too closely what we 
mean by Jewish religion. The general reception 
Dr. Kaplan’s book may get is quite in keeping 
with the general non-seriousness that upholds 
this balance. Yet there is good reason to take 
Dr. Kaplan seriously, on his own terms, be- 
cause the balance is a precarious one; and one, 
moreover, that can be maintained only at the 
price of cultural stultification. 

If we must be frank, then, let us first of all 
be brutally frank. When American Zionists 
speak, as Dr. Kaplan does, of Israel as the spir- 
itual home of the Jewish people; when, more- 
over, they demand that Israel’s culture be “Jew- 
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ish” so that they can share in it—there is only 
one way to describe that situation: the “cul- 
ture” that is to be shared is a religion, and the 
relationship of Israel and the Diaspora is one 
of religious brotherhood. Yet there is nothing 
that could disturb American Jewry more than 
to attempt to formulate the substantive content 
of that “religion” and to specify the terms of 
that relationship. From this we can only infer 
that the theory of Israel as a spiritual home is 
clung to today by American Zionists not for 
what it implies if taken seriously (which is some- 
ting they don’t even wish to realize, for then 
the theory might have to be rejected), but only 
for the function it can fulfill, as an empty 
phrase, carefully guarded from ever acquiring 
specific content. All it means—or what it pri- 
marily means—is a convenient rhetorical dodge 
for answering Israelis when they demand that 
Zionists should come to Israel, and American 
non-Zionists when they ask us in what way we 
are different today from themselves. 

That is one side, but only one side of the pic- 
ture. Not only the polemical embarrassment of 
American Zionists, but the truly critical cul- 
tural and religious situation both of American 
and Israeli Jews demands today some sort of 
convergence on common cultural and religious 
values—and yet prevents that convergence from 
being formally concluded. Let us not talk about 
the situation in Israel. There is no need to stress 
how crucial is the need to find a “common 
ground” in culture for all the variegated Jew- 
ries congregating in the Homeland, or to reach 
some “synthesis” which will satisfy the Ortho- 
dox that the tradition is being loyally preserved 
and at the same time allow the free thinkers 
to retain their feeling that they too have a share 
in the Torah (as Ben Gurion has put it). Nor 
need we labor the point that so long as Hebrew 
is the national language, Israel could not sever 
its ties with Jewish religion irrevocably even if 
wished to; or stress the obvious fact that Israel 
is compelled quite deliberately to foster the Jew- 
ish individuality of its culture, if it is to attract 
immigrants whose main reason for coming 
must be that they cannot fully express them- 
selves as Jews in the Diaspora. Let us rather 
give some attention to the cultural (or religious) 
dilemma of American Jewry, which has been 
far less frankly explored. 


NOTHING Is MoRE CERTAIN than that the se- 

cular culture advocated and nurtured by 
the American Jewish generation which preceded 
ours is now quite dead. In a way, the rise of 
the State of Israel struck the deathblow, or at 
least sounded the knell of its demise. Thus 
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American Jewry, unless it clings to its religious 
tradition, is reduced to a sociological position 
similar to that of the Negro: Jewishness becomes 
a meaningless existential calamity. American 
Jews today want religion, because only through 
religion can they feel they belong in some posi- 
tive, spontaneous sense, not merely by some 
mechanical sorting out of inconsiderate circum- 
stance. But they can only take religion if it 
gives them what they want—that much and 
no more!—and does not demand of them what 
they cannot give. 

It is apparent that one of the things Ameri- 
can Jews cannot give to religion is too doc- 
trinal, too specific a faith. Ask any rabbi 
whether his congregation comes to him rather 
that to one of the other two Jewish ‘“‘denom- 
inations” because of dogmatic differences! You 
will learn that social factors, tradition and habi- 
tudes, have far more to do with these choices. 
What this means is that all of the denominations 
are under pressure to meet certain general pref- 
erences of America Jewry as to ritual and prac- 
tice, making them less and less different from 
each other. On the other hand, none of the 
denominations can afford to define its own final 
position on doctrine and practice too clearly. 
This is so for two reasons: First, because the 
adherents of each group belong to it not through 
conviction based on clear principles, but, by 
and large, by a balance of social preferences, 
which, moreover, shifts very easily. Second, 
because any rigidity by one denomination could 
cause (particularly in the present atmosphere 
of religious revival) the others to become equally 
rigid in defense and raise the spectre of religious 
schism in Jewry. We got a taste of that when, 
by assuming authority to introduce slight alter- 
ations in marriage regulations, the Conservative 
Jews found themselves faced with a threat by 
the Orthodox to erect a wall of prohibition 
against intermarriage between two sections of 
Jewry—a fatal step that, on grounds of princi- 
ple, could presumably have been taken any 
time the Orthodox Jews wanted to for many 
decades past, but has never been thought of, 
out of a sensible tacit agreement to turn a blind 
eye to conditions which, if taken seriously, 
could have split Jewry. 

Thus American Jewry wants to believe, but 
it won’t have what it believes too strictly de- 
fined. There is, moreover, a groundswell of 
religious convergence in American Jewry—but 
the ground it has to cover even to approach 
unity is vast. The cultural danger in which 
American Jewry stands today is a truly para- 
doxical one; it is the danger of taking our re- 
ligious revival seriously enough to try to crys- 
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tallize it in doctrine and deepen it in conception 
—and thus ask of American Jews a more specific 
faith than they are prepared to give; and it is al- 
so the danger that, as religious ardor rises and de- 
mands formulated belief, the groundswell of 
religious convergence will split on the reef of 
schism. Any attempt (even so liberal and non- 
committal a philosophy as Dr. Kaplan’s) to for- 
mulate as “a religion” the cultural values that 
can bind Jews together and give meaning to their 
segregated social existence in America, must 
necessarily have two effects: it rules out of the 
Jewish brotherhood that very large segment of 
the community that will not accept any ex- 
plicit commitment to a religiously formulated 
belief; and it divides the “religionists” among 
themselves to the point where schism becomes 
imminent. 


[sRAEL ENTERS into this paradoxical picture in 

a very curious way. We have seen how dis- 
inclined the American Zionists are to draw 
conclusions from their vaguely defined posi- 
tions—and how right they are to be cautious. 
We could make precisely the same observation 
about the non-Zionists. Only in the vaguest 
way do American non-Zionists defend a theore- 
tical position based on the premise that not only 
is American Jewry a religious community, but 
a specifically American religious community at 
that. If examined with any degree of seriousness 
at all, such a position reveals itself as absurdly 
inadequate. The more one insists on the religious 
character of American Jewry, the less can one 
regard its essential beliefs as specifically Ameri- 
can. There is certainly a minimum degree of 
universality which anything worthy of the 
name religion must not only claim but exhibit. 
In the case of Jewish religion, the least any 
claimant to that name must show is that it 
makes sense to (or, to be more respectful, it 
has validity for) some of the Jews every- 
where; and, in particular, that in Israel, the 
only community where Jews live on their own 
terms, there are some Jews who identify them- 
selves with any form of belief and practice that 
wishes to call itself Jewish. 


And in fact every form of Jewish religious 
belief in America (not to speak of Jewish 
secular “culturists”) has shown a more or less 
acute awareness of the need to unite with Israel, 
at least to be represented there. The Orthodox 
Jews look to Israel with the highest (but also 
the most contradictory) expectations: some- 
times that it will preserve with a rigor not pos- 
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sible here the full, fixed traditional way of life, 
and sometimes that it will establish a religious 
authority so respected and so trustworthy that 
it may dare to make necessary changes in the 
tradition. The non-Orthodox denominations 
look to the heterodoxically inclined or to the 
secular Jewish community in Israel for the de- 
velopment of new religious forms that will 
correspond at least in spirit to their own de- 
viations from Orthodoxy. In addition to Dr, 
Kaplan, Reform and Conservative leaders alike 
are plainly anxious to establish not only a bridge 
but a bridgehead in the State of Israel. 


Only on one condition can the American 
Jewish religious community, in its present con- 
dition of precarious unity and nebulous division, 
establish those religious-cultural ties with Israel 
that will give it the minimum assurance of uni- 
versal validity which entitles it to be called 
religious: on condition that Israel does not ac- 
cept any definition and canonization of its cul- 
ture as religious, for in so doing it must neces- 
sarily exclude from the Jewish canon and declare 
schismatic (if not by intention, then inevitably 
in effect) all religious beliefs and denominations 
in American Jewry that define themselves dif- 
ferently from the Israelis. Only so long as Israel 
does not define its culture as a religion can 
American Jewry, as now constituted, retain a 
religious unity with it, each denomination and 
grouping in its own preferred fashion. 


WE4T, THEN, is our conclusion? We find that 

not only are the American Zionists being 
pushed by logic to recognize their cultural 
bond with Israel as really a quasi-religious cult. 
The religious denominations of American Jewry, 
too, are being pushed by logic and events to 
seek a bond with Israel. Yet to try to crystallize 
and formulate the conclusions to which condi- 
tions point, as Professor Kaplan proposes, would 
precipitate the fatal divisions that inhere in that 
very bond wherein we seek unity. 


What shall we call this situation? Is it an 
“inherent contradiction” that must be resolved, 
or one of those problems that one does not solve, 
but tries to live with? How shall we regard 
those who try to preserve it? As faint-hearted 
and hypocritical, or as wisely empirical? At any 
rate, the least that we can concede, upon facing 
these facts, is that after the establishment of 
the Jewish State, the Jewish problem still re- 
mains intensely alive, and that sooner or later 
it will demand of us real thought, and not mere 
apologetics. 
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Three Passovers 
by Sholem Aleichem 


ae PassoverRs were being prepared on 13 
Vasilchikova Street. I should perhaps explain 
that the Passover was one, the matzos, the herbs, 
the Haggadah were the same; only the prepara- 
tions differed, because the people who lived in 
the house on 13 Vasilchikova Street had different 
characters and different opinions. 

There were three of them in this house and 
each believed that only his God was the true 
One, that only his opinion was the right one 
and that this world had been created for his sake 
alone. 

Perhaps you think that these three had dif- 
ferent religions, or were of different origins, or 
came from different countries? Then you are 
mistaken. All three believed in the same God, 
all three were equally well-born, and all lived in 
the same country. 

All three of them are Russian Jews whom I 
now have the honor of introducing to you: 
Itzikel Shostepal, Solomon Safronovich and 
N’chemya the shoemaker. 

Itzikel! His name alone tells you right off 
that he is a man of the old cut, a man who deals 
in lumber, distilleries, grain; or he may be a 
contractor; or perhaps he has a sharp emporium 
of dry goods, or a glass factory; or he contracts 
to supply provisions for the prisons or the army 
camp, splits his earnings with the inspectors so 
that prisoners and soldiers are left with the 
holes of the doughnuts; or perhaps a man like 
Itzikel lends money on interest—not an ordi- 
nary usurer, of course, but more of a banker 
who isn’t tempted by high interest rates but 
depends on mortgages, reliable IOU’s, and the 
like. 

In any case, Itzikel is counted one of the 
finest, most prominent and outstanding citizens 
in town. Everywhere, you will find him way up 
front. Wherever you go you will hear: “Itzikel 
Shostepal!” If there is a meeting, or a festival, 
or a discussion of communal affairs, you'll find 
him there. And, on the other hand, if there is 
some misfortune, a funeral, a calamity, a fire, 
a plague or a pogrom—you'll find him there 





“Three Passovers” and “Parents and Children” which 
we present here in one sequence are the opening chapters 
of Sholem Aleichem’s novel In Shturm. Written in 1907, 
this novel deals with Jewish life in Russia during the 
turbulent period of the Russian Revolution of 1905. In 
masterly fashion it evokes the social tensions and the in- 
tellectual ferment of that era which, in many ways, still 
stimulate Jewish social and cultural life today. 


too. If money is being collected, Itzikel Shoste- 
pal will be in evidence. And if the situation calls 
for an outcry, again he will be around. If the 
truth be told, Itzikel Shostepal knows how to 
make himself heard, though when it comes to 
giving he doesn’t do quite as well as he does 
raising a tumult. 

Should you ever, when visiting our town, or 
simply when going by train, encounter a dis- 
tracted person with smooth ruddy cheeks, shiny 
black (now greying) hair, a curly short beard 
which he keeps plucking nervously, beautiful 
black Semitic eyes which would drive men wild 
were they to be in a woman’s face, a slightly 
curved Jewish nose, a hat that always rests way 
back on his head, sleeves half rolled up and an 
umbrella under his arm both summer and win- 
ter—should you encounter such an individual, 
you may walk right up to him without any 
misgivings — take it on my word — and say: 
“Sholom Aleichem, Reb Itzikel!” 

He will then look up with his beautiful 
Semitic eyes, smile vaguely, give you his soft 
white hand and say: ‘“‘Aleichem Sholom. How 
are you?” 

He will not ask you who you are or what 
your name is, for since you greet him, you no 
doubt know him. And who does not know him? 
The lowliest pauper and the loftiest aristocrat 
and millionaire, and, on the other side of the 
scale, from the lowest atheist to the most pious, 
all know Itzikel Shostepal; and he knows every- 
body, he agrees with everyone, he is friends with 
everybody—he has business with the whole 
world. 

And “the whole world” loves such people. 
The “whole world” likes a person who is willing 
to live and let live; who smiles and is glad to see 
others smile; who deceives and allows himself 
to be fooled; who steps on others and allows 
himself to be stepped on. The “whole world” 
takes it for granted that principles, ideals, and 
similar matters are all very fine on paper, but 
are so much nonsense in real life, childishness, 
juvenile notions. Take my advice, dear reader, 
and follow me. We have a long way to go. 


HE SECOND PERSON who lives in the house on 
13 Vasilchikova Street is Solomon Safrono- 
vich the pharmacist, a representative of that 
type of pharmacist who likes to eat sausage dip- 
ped in cream on Yom Kippur morning, and 
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this he does while uncovered, before washing 
his hands and before saying his prayers. What’s 
more, he can’t stand the sight of a Jew for the 
simple reason that no other nation in the world 
seems to have so many samples of red haired 
people as the Jews. As a matter of fact, Solomon 
Safronovich is not entirely wrong. Have you 
ever seen many ruddy Gentiles with red hair? 
Solomon Safronovich has such a complexion. 
His father, too, was like that, and his sister—her 
hair is like fire. Solomon Safronovich has a son, 
Sascha, so he too has the family complexion. 

You can well imagine that Solomon Safrono- 
vich did what he could about this. He dyed his 
hair and he shaved, all to eradicate the tell-tale 
yellowness of the hair on his head and face. But 
what could he do about his eyebrows? He would 
have given a fortune to have been born dark. 

But this was all in the past. Now Safronovich 
is grey, and he turned grey because of trouble 
with his offspring. 

Altogether Solomon Safronovich had but one 
child, Sascha, but what grief he had on his 
account. You might think Sascha had been a 
bad child? Didn’t want to study? Or was 
stupid? Not at all. On the contrary, Sascha 
was a good boy, and bright, and diligent. By 
the time he was ten he was ready for the third 
class of the Gymnasia, but he was rejected on 
account of the mumerus clausus. I need hardly 
explain to the reader what this is. Thank God, 
everybody knows how our blessed Russia deals 
with its Jews in percentages: when it comes to 
high schools and universities, only a certain 
percentage is admitted, but when it comes to 
the draft, everybody is taken, so that Jews 
shouldn’t complain about discrimination. 


What griefs and troubles Solomon Safronovich 
had on this score. Who would have dreamed 
that Ais son, Sascha, would be rejected. First 
of all, he was not like other Jews. He was per- 
sonally acquainted with the director of the 
High School, knew the teachers well and played 
cards with them. He had a talk about his son 
with one of the teachers, a certain Romanenko, 
and was properly told off. Romanenko told him 
in true goyisch fashion: “What do you want? 
Where are you shoving yourself? What have 
you Jews to do with our schools, high schools 
and universities? In your own country, in Eretz 
Israel, you'll send your children to school. There 
you can teach them how to trade and cheat.” 

Safronovich left Romanenko in a rage, hardly 
knowing what to do with himself. He was hit 
worst of all by the words: “Your country ... 
Eretz Israel . . .” He, Solomon Safronovich, 
had no more to do with Eretz Israel than Ro- 
manenko had to do with justice. On the con- 
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trary, everyone in town knew that Safronovich 
the pharmacist was a vehement anti-Zionist a; 
a matter of principle, and violently hated the 
new sectarians who called themselves nation- 
alists, even more than Itzikel Shostepal hated 
the youngsters who advocated sharing the wealth 
—the Socialists. 


Yet wondrous are the ways of the Almighty! 
It so turned out that the former sausage-eater 
and present anti-Zionist brought up a son who 
turned out to be an ardent nationalist, and the 
bourgeois Itzikel Shostepal, who fears a Socialist 
even more than he dreads a policeman, raised 
a daughter named Thema, or Tamara, who 
became a devout Socialist. 


HE THIRD PERSON living in the house on 13 
Vasilchikova Street is N’chemya the shoemaker, 


N’chemya the shoemaker is a ne’er-do-well. 
At least, that’s what his wife, Zisl, calls him. 
She is a small, dark woman with little, gleaming 
black eyes, and not a tooth left in her mouth. 
When one looks at this small, shrivelled woman, 
and at her. two big sons, Chaim and Benny, tall, 
husky, solid fellows, one refuses to believe that 
Zisl is their mother. There is not much more 
resemblance between the father and the sons. 
N’chemya is a short little man, hairy and broad 
shouldered, with a wide face and flattened nose. 
He loves two things: a drink of whisky and 
much talk. His mouth doesn’t close all day, 
except when occasion presents him with a drink; 
then he falls silent and becomes moody and 
depressed. 


N’chemya’s friend, Yudel Kotonti, is the 
exact opposite of him. Yudel Kotonti is a tailor 
by trade, but he mainly busies himself with 
politics, with all sorts of extraneous matters 
and with communal affairs. He does so because 
most of the time he hasn’t a stitch of work 
to do, and for this reason he is poor, and for 
this same reason he is always full of talk. He 
was nicknamed “Kotonti” because of his habit 
of frequently sandwiching some Hebrew words 
into his conversation—it does not matter wheth- 
er these words are to the point or not, so long as 
they are Hebrew. There are many people like 
this who like to adorn their talk with fancy 
words. I know one small-town intellectual who 
likes to toss around foreign words at random, 
and he was nicknamed “Srulik Civilization.” 
When a small town crowns one with a nick- 
name, it sticks; or as Yudel Kotonti would say: 
“Tt’s a perfect fit.” 

A strange and touching friendship exists be- 
tween these two widely differing personalities, 
N’chemya the shoemaker and Yudel Kotonti. 
Hardly a day passes but that Yudel comes “to 
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sit a while” at N’chemya’s. Sitting a while 
means talking a bit, and talking a bit means 
gossipping about neighbors, the city, the entire 
world. Before Yudel manages to cross the thres- 
hold one can already hear him clear his throat 
and intone: “May the devil enter their fathers, 
I mean our people; may a calamity, a cholera, a 
fire, a plague descend upon them and upon all 
their brothers in Israel . . .” 

“And say, Amen!” N’chemya responds in a 
singsong. “What’s the matter, Yudel, why are 
you so.. ?” 

“So how?” Yudel takes him up. ‘May the 
devil take their fathers’ fathers’ fathers all the 
way back to Adam for their doings, for the 
way they embitter our days and years with their 
ways and their do-goodniks and their pity on 
poor people who have nothing with which to 
celebrate Passover.” 


T THIs POINT Zis] takes a hand: “Two good- 

for-nothings have met and their only worry 
is that poor people won’t celebrate Passover 
properly. And your own Passovers are already 
provided for? Now, you better run along. God 
willing, when the holiday comes, and there is 
no work to do, you can come again and then 
you can both talk till you’re blue in the face.” 

Having thus sent off Yudel Kotonti with 
appropriate pomp, Zisl applies herself to sweep- 
ing, cleaning, washing, scrubbing. Whether 
there is enough for Passover or not, the house 
must be properly scrubbed. Rich and poor, even 
the poorest, are equal in this regard. All must 
eat their matzos at the same time, all must drink 
four cups—four, neither more nor less—of 
wine. There is great satisfaction in this equality, 
and the poor man is compensated so that he 
should not envy the rich. 

“Do you think Itzikel Shostepal has a differ- 
ent kind of matzos than we have?” N’chemya 
the shoemaker consoles himself aloud and at once 
receives a proper how-do-you-do from his skep- 
tical wife: 

“Some argument,” she says. “Itzikel Shoste- 
pal already has his matzos safely stashed away in 
a cabinet, while we still have only a plague.” 

“We'll have maftzos too; don’t you worry. 
All Jews will have matzos; no one will eat 
bread!” 

*Schlemiel! And what about eggs? And 
fats? And chickens? Have you forgotten these?” 

“Neh, and all year round you are used to eggs 
and fats and chickens?” Thus N’chemya tries 
to counter his wife’s skepticism and offers still 
another argument: 

“Consider, for instance, the Seder. Everyone 
will read the same Haggadah, everyone will re- 
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late the same miracles of the Exodus; everyone 
will drink four cups. Or do you think that 
we will drink only three cups and Itzikel Shos- 
tepal will drink five?” 

“You want to know that I think? I think 
that he already has his wine in the cellar while 
you only dream about it.” 

“So what if I only dream about it, silly? Do 
you think it makes me feel bad right now to 
think of a fine glass of Bessarabian wine, the 
real thing, high proof, the kind that nips your 
tongue?” 

“What do you say to this good-for-nothing?” 

The last question was addressed to the two 
sons, Chaim and Benny, who were busily driving 
nails into the soles of two shoes. 

“What should we say?” Chaim answered for 
both. “We can only say that one who doesn’t 
have anything to eat has the right to think of 
food, and not only think about it, but also think 
of what should be done that all should eat alike.” 


“Moses took care of that long ago,” remarked 
N’chemya; he had acquired his learning from 
Yudel the tailor. 

“Moses was not a bad man,” Benny, the 
younger son, now joined in. “He ordered us all 
to eat the same kind of bread on Passover and 
to use the same Haggadah and to drink the 
same number of cups of wine. But why, while 
he was about it, didn’t he see to it that all 
should have these three things? Meantime we 
know that Itzikel Shostepal has the matzos and 
the wine and we are left with the Haggadah.” 

“They gave us the Haggadah so that we 
should be busy reading it while they stuff them- 
selves with all kinds of good things,” Chaim put 
in his word. 

“May sickness take it out of them, please 
God,” Zisl punctuated the discourse. 

“Why curse them?” N’chemya asked. “If you 
are so wise, then tell me how they are to blame 
that we don’t have enough for Passover.” 


‘Just because they have and we don’t, they 
are to blame,” Zisl explained. “If you weren’t 
such a ne’er-do-well you’d understand without 
being told that if they were to have less we 
would have more, then we would all be equal.” 

“Mother is a Marxist,” Chaim said to Benny 
and the latter suggested: “It might be an idea 
to take her to a meeting sometime.” Then turn- 
ing to her: “Mother, do you want to go with us 
to a meeting?” 

“Pll go, you know where! You forget that 
it is the eve of Passover and that I haven’t even 
made a dent in all the work I have to do. If 
only this good-for-nothing were to recall that 
beside potatoes we still have nothing, not a bit 
of fat, not an egg, not a chicken . . . Shooo!” 








26 


HE “SHOOO” was directed at a rooster who 

all this time quietly nibbled at some crumbs, 
but hearing her last remarks he seemed to take 
it personally and raised an outcry, as if to say: 
“In what way am I not a fowl?” 

“Shooo! Shooo! Away with you. Look, he 
broke a pot, the cholera take him.” 

“There, now,” N’chemya addressed her tri- 
umphantly. “Just this minute you said you 
— have a fowl for Passover. And what’s 
this?” 

“So what are you so happy about?” Zisl re- 
sponded. “Much you can expect from this bird 
—three pounds of bones and half a pound of 
shoe leather: meat like rubber from an old over- 
shoe; not a scrap of fat to grease the pan with, 
should the children want a lathe or a piece of 
fried matzo . . . You should see Itzikel Shoste- 
pal’s two turkeys, a tom and a hen—may he 
not enjoy them. Would God that both of them 
are spoiled in the killing, and I would feel 
delighted. It would do my health good.” 

“What would you get out of it?” N’chemya 
wanted to know. 

“Tt would only be right! What has he done 
to deserve that his daughter, who grew up in 
one yard with mine, under the same roof, should 
go to college and play the piano while our 
daughter has to sit doubled up over a sewing 
machine trying to earn enough for a dress?” 

“Whom are you complaining against?” 
N’chemyah interrupted staring at her through 
a strange pair of glasses that consisted of one 
lense and one empty hole. 

“T am not complaining against you, you good- 
for-nothing. It’s God I am complaining against.” 

“It’s not God you should complain against, 
but people,” the older son, Chaim, put in. “God 
created the same world for all. It’s the people 
that have divided it up poorly.” 

“One gets too much and the other too little,” 
Benny added. 

Zisl dropped her work for a moment and 
pondered the matter. She wiped her hands on 
her apron and asked her sons: 

“So what does one do about it?” 

“What to do?” Chaim drawled his answer. 
“Expropriate!” 

“Ex what?” Zisl asked. 

“Expropriate,” Benny repeated. 

Zisl tried to repeat the word and could not. 
She spat on the floor and again seized her broom. 
The two sons burst out laughing. 


ZJSL’s BARRAGE on the Shostepals was not en- 

tirely without grounds. The pair of turkeys 
that paraded before Itzikel Shostepal’s house, 
deafening everybody with their gobbling, and 
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leaving messy tracks all over the yard, were 
not all. One must also see the coop full of 
chickens which feed heartily, storing up fat for 
Itzikel’s wife, Shivke, and if one should care to 
peek into her pantry one would behold big pots 
of Passover fats and jars of Passover jams, and 
in the cellar barrels of pickles and pickled apples, 
all of the best grade. And then the liqeurs and 
the brandy—genuine Carmel brandy from Eretz 
Israel stored away a year before. One must have 
a clear head and a calm heart to bother about 
storing brandy for next year. Yet should one 
talk to Itzikel Shostepal, all one would hear 
would be sighs and moans about the sad fate of 


Jews and how difficult life is. 


Itzikel Shostepal’s wife, Shivke, also con- 
stantly bewails the lot of Jews: “There is no 
living with the poor! How is one to bear the 
sight of the poverty in the city? One needs the 
heart of a Tartar to walk down the street be- 
fore Passover when the poor simply block your 
way. Only a highwayman could walk down 
Synagogue Street and take in the cry of the poor 
who beg for matzos for Passover. That’s why 
I don’t go out of the house,” she says. “I can’t 
bear to see the troubles and the grief and the 
suffering of the poor Jews. I gave as much as 
I could. I sent away a ruble and a half to be 
distributed to the poor, and I sent an old pair 
of shoes to the ‘Clothe the Poor’ society, and | 
loaned a couple of rubles to the tailor, and we 
give handouts every day. And what about the 
free matzo fund? Day and night my husband 
is busy with this fund, may God so help me 
and bring my daughter home safely and then 
I will have, God willing, a kosher and happy 
Passover.” 


Such are the thoughts of Itzikel Shostepal’s 
wife as she looks out of the window over Vasil- 
chikova Street which, at this season, is deep 
in mire. Poor people churn the mud as they 
rush back and forth, perspiring and preoccu- 
pied, in an effort to earn something for Pass- 
over. Their plight is shared by their pitiful nags, 
skinny, famished, perspiring beasts whose ribs 
stick out and whose nostrils are distended with 
straining. Only God knows who deserves more 
pity, the exhausted dumb beasts which try so 
hard to serve their masters, or their equally 
unhappy masters who pace after them, giddap- 
ing loudly and swishing their whips over the 
animals’ balding and lacerated hides. Why do 
you urge us and scourge us and drive us? Why 
do you cut us with your whips, you silly peo- 
ple? Don’t you see that we want to pull but 
we cannot? That we hardly have the strength 
to put one foot in front of the other? 


Shivke the rich matron looks out the window. 
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Her eyes and ears take in the turmoil in the 
street, but her mind is far away. Her thoughts 
are with her daughter who is now on the way 
home for Passover. A telegram had come that 
she would arrive by the express train before 
evening. 

“God grant,” Shivke thinks, “that the child 
should arrive safely and give up all this non- 
sense—study, education. Better that she should 
remain here and get engaged, to Shimson Bern- 
stein’s son, or to Levi Halperin’s son—both 
handsome, rich and fine young men and both 
of good family.” Shivke hardly knows herself 
which of the two she would prefer for a son- 
in-law. 

“The wood-man is here and wants to see 
you,” someone announces. 

“What does the good-for-nothing want? I'll 
se him right away.” 

Shivke Shostepal goes out to see Lipe the 
wood-man. He is a small man with a beard as 
wide as a broom. She suspects that he is not 
quite right in the head because he talks nonsense. 
He has a daughter, he says, who is in the lock- 
up in the big city, and since Tamara, Shivke’s 
daughter, is acquainted with her, Lipe’s daugh- 
ter that is, he came to get news of her. This 
madman, Lipe, makes her nervous, and she 
belabors him as only a rich woman belabors a 
poor man: 

“First of all, who are you that your daughter 
should be acquainted with mine? And secondly, 
what have the two girls to do with each other 
when you yourself shamelessly admit that your 
daughter is in the lock-up?” 

“Why should I feel ashamed?” Lipe the wood- 
man answers and proudly strokes his broomlike 
beard. ‘She isn‘t in the lock-up for thieving. 
She is a ‘political’.” 

Before uttering the word “political”, Lipe 
first looks on all sides, and having said it, it is 
evident that he is both pleased and sorry. 

“Go on your way in peace and don’t bother 
us with your stories. My daughter is far from 
such matters, and we even more so.. .” 

“Far, did you say? Well, it seems to me, you 
might be mistaken,” Lipe says, but Shivke no 
longer listens to him. She leaves him to himself 
and vanishes in the kitchen where she gives the 
maids a proper scolding for admitting a pauper 
with muddy boots into the house. She then 
returns to the window to await the arrival of 
her daughter. 


NE OTHER PERSON in the house on 13 Vasil- 
chikova Street sits at a window awaiting the 
arrival of a welcome guest. This is Solomon 
Safronovich the pharmacist. He too had re- 
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ceived a telegram from his son, Sascha, that he 
would arrive before evening by the fast train. 

Sascha studies medicine at the university. It 
is now almost a year since his father saw him. 
Though Solomon Safronovich receives frequent 
fine letters from his son and is pleased with him, 
he has noticed that for some time strange words 
began to appear in these letters, words like 
“Jew”, “people”, “nationalism”, “duty”, ‘“‘his- 
tory”. Where did Sascha get all this? And what 
does he want with it? Solomon Safronovich 
suffered much before he lived to see the day 
when his son was graduated from high school 
and admitted to the university. The pharmacist 
had but one aim in life: To make a doctor out 
of his son. More he did not want. Of course, 
this is not quite so; he did want more for his 
son: a well-appointed office, and a private car- 
riage to drive around in when he went to see 
his patients. And for these things one needed 
money, and money one could get through a 
match, a proper match with a prominent fam- 
ily—a dowry of at least twenty-five thousand. 
Now a thought flitted through his head: Itzikel 
Shostepal’s daughter . . . a beautiful girl... 
swarthy and black-eyed . . . and money they 
have aplenty. But would that swine Itzikel give 
twenty-five thousand? “To hell with him. If 
he doesn’t want to, that’s all right with me; what 
do I want with this hyprocrite, this Yid with 
the umbrella?” 

The pharmacist sat at the window, stared 
through his bluish glasses and fancied airy cas- 
tles for his son Sascha... 


DvrincG HIs ENTIRE YOUTH Sascha pursued 
Tamara, but could never catch up with her. 
At first, when he was still a boy anxiously look- 
ing for the first signs of a moustache, he often 
met Tamara on the steps of their house. He 
would gaze into her soft black eyes, and he 
always had the impression that she laughed at 
him. He suspected that she laughed at his yellow 
hair which he had inherited from his father, 
the pharmacist. How he wished to stop to talk 
to her, to get acquainted, to chat about almost 
anything, as is the way: of a young man with a 
maid. But he never succeeded, for Tamara was 
brought up in the kind of house where a girl is 
not permitted to talk to a young man to whom 
she had not been introduced; but a formal in- 
troduction was beneath her father’s dignity. 
Itzikel Shostepal had been living on 13 Vasil- 
chikova Street for a good many years, yet he 
hardly knew Solomon Safronovich the phar- 
macist. On occasion he would send someone to 
the pharmacy to have a prescription filled, or 
he would go there himself to solicit a contribu- 
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tion for some communal cause. Itzikel Shostepal 
never addressed Solomon Safronovich otherwise 
than “Pharmacist”. 

“Good morning, pharmacist!” or, “Mr. phar- 
macist, will you contribute something to a good 
cause?” 

Having received the donation and left the 
pharmacy, he no longer knew its owner. 

Indeed, what kind of friendship could there 
have been between them when on Sabbaths— 
that’s what Shivke told him—there was as much 
cooking going on at the pharmacist’s as on week 
days, and on the eve of Yom Kippur they didn’t 
even bother with Kapores, and as for Passover 
... better not mention it at all. 

Shivke Shostepal hated to spread rumors about 
Jews, nevertheless she was deeply chagrined and 
could not get used to the idea, that “On Passover! 
On such a sacred occasion! . . .” 

She did not bother to explain what she meant 
by these exclamations, but it was obvious that 
much gall went into them. 

The pharmacist, on his part, hated Itzikel 
just as a pious Jew hates pork, but he concealed 
his ill will and was outwardly courteous to him 
as to the other neighbors. What can one do 
when one’s. livelihood depends on it? Out of 
sight he would call Itzikel Shostepal “thypocrite”’, 
“Yid”, “God’s goon” and similar epithets. But 
in his presence he was always “Mr. Shostepal,” 
and on special occasions, even ‘“‘Esteemed Mr. 
Shostepal”. Why Itzikel should rate such an 
appelation, the pharmacist could not himself 
say. All the years that they were neighbors the 
pharmacist had not derived the slightest benefit 
from Itzikel. Nevertheless, just see for your- 
self: “Esteemed Mr. Shostepal.” 

The pharmacist’s son, Sascha, always had been 
a good boy and one of the best pupils in school. 
He was diligent, read widely and shunned the 
vagaries of other boys. But after he became 
acquained with Tamara’s beautiful black eyes 
he became dreamy and thought only of how to 
contrive another encounter with her. He did 
not himself understand why he would stand 
outside, near the steps, hours on end in the hope 
of seeing Tamara, yet having finally met her 
eyes he should flee home to his books and dream 
once again of Itzikel’s daughter, of her graceful 
figure and enchanting eyes, until he would be 
driven to return to his post at the steps, and 
then fly again. This went on for a long time un- 
til he summoned his courage and engaged her 
in conversation. 


TrziKEL SHOsTEPAL did not want his daughter 
to go to school together with the other girls, 
but he spared no money to provide her with the 
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best teachers and tutors. The best teachers, Itzi- 
kel figured, are Gentiles, not Jews; for a Jewish 
teacher is, first of all, a free-thinker and under- 
mines the morals of his charges, whereas a Gen- 
tile teacher knows one thing only—he is paid 
to teach and he does so. 

Such was Itzikel’s theory and he acted on it. 
He went to discuss the matter with Romanenko, 
the best teacher in the high school, and told him 
that whereas he, Itzikel Shostepal, had a very 
gifted daughter he wished that Romanenko 
should recommend an appropriate tutor for her. 

Romanenko patiently listened to him and said: 
“If you seek a good and devoted teacher, I wish 
to recommend my own son, He is an excellent 
pedagogue, an ex-university-student. He had 
some differences with the professors and is now 
at home without employment.” 

Now one thing is certain: if young Romanen- 
ko had been a Jewish “‘ex-student,” Itzikel Shos- 
tepal most certainly would not have allowed 
him to cross his threshold. But he had respect 
for a Gentile. The latter could be anything he 
liked—so long as he was a Gentile. 

Our enemies, who don’t know Jewish life in 
Exile and the diaspora psychology, imagine that 
Jews hate and disdain Gentiles. They don’t know 
the secret that a Jew cherishes everything that 
is not his own. When a Jew tells a story and 
wishes to be believed, he says: “I heard this from 
a Christian, not from a Jew.” Our enemies fail 
to observe that it is the chief ambition of weal- 
thy Jews to win the approval of Christians. They 
prize one compliment form a Gentile more than 
a thousand praises from Jews. No other people 
in the world has expressions such as “our little 
Jews,” ‘“‘a Jew is affable at a heavy laden table,” 
“Jewish bargains,” “‘Jewish tall tales” and simi- 
lar shameful expressions which could have arisen 
only among a people living for so many centuries 
without a home, in Exile. 

When Romanenko’s son, the ex-student, 
came to give Tamara her first lesson, Itzikel 
Shostepal quickly removed his hat and put on a 
small, round silk skull cap instead—out of rever- 
ence for the visitor. This became his rule every 
day: Romanenko enters—off goes the hat; Ro- 
manenko leaves—off with the skull cap. 

Romanenko, the former student and present 
teacher, did his work loyally. He taught Tamara, 
he read with her, he “developed” her and he fell 
in love with her. She, in her turn, fell in love 
with him. 

Neither Romanenko nor Tamara ever talked 
about their sentiments or even mentioned them. 
This was a quiet collision between two fiery 
bodies which raced irresistibly to meet one an- 
other. Together they hovered in the infinity of 
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their ideals without troubling to take stock of 
what they were doing, whither they were head- 
ing and what the outcome would be. 

Anyone familiar with the history of that 
time knows the simplé meaning of the term 
“ex-student”. An ex-student was a fine person, 
with a warm and loving heart, a clear conscience, 
exalted ideals and a will to do something good 
and useful for the unfortunate and starving 
population. In short, Romanenko was not simply 
a socialist and a revolutionist; he was the leader 
and organizer of an entire band. This young 
man was compelled to stay home for some time, 
and it was him that Itzikel Shostepal selected 
as tutor for his only daughter Tamara. And how 
proud he was when he heard Romanenko, a 
Gentile, say that his daughter was a good student 
and a fine person, and generally praiseworthy. 

Itzikel often boasted to his Jewish friends of 
the fine tutor he had engaged, a Gentile at that, 
and of what this Gentile had to say about his 
daughter. He also boasted that he would see to 


it that his daughter continued her education. 


He wouldn’t care, he said, if his daughter took 
senior high school examinations. True, he would 
not let her attend high school, but pass the ex- 
aminations and bring home a diploma—why not? 


[tz1KEL SHosTEPAL had his way. His daughter 

did not enter school. Instead she was privately 
tutored by Romanenko. She passed her senior 
examinations and brought home a high school 
diploma. That was a happy and triumphant day 
for Shostepal. His Tamara did not attend classes, 
yet she was graduated. 

“What do you say now, Shivke?” he addresed 
his wife. 

“What should I say?” She answered. “It’s 
time to think of a match.” 

“Eh? What? A match, did you say? So soon?” 
Itzikel replied twirling his fingers in his curly 
black beard. ‘““Why are you in such a hurry? 
But, on other hand, maybe there is something 
to what you say. Maybe it is time to talk of a 
match.” 

Itzikel Shostepal considered his daughter, how 
she had grown and, may no evil eye befall her, 
become a real personage, and beautiful too. Ev- 
erybody acknowledged she was beautiful, even 
Gentiles. 

Meantime, Tamara continued her reading and 
her studies. Each day she saw Romanenko and 
her parents could not understand it. What more 
was there for her to study? And how long would 
it go on? Itzikel waited a few days and then 
addressed Tamara: 

“Daughter, what is the teacher doing here?” 
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“Nothing,” she replied. ““We read together 
and we discuss things.” 

“How long will this go on? Shouldn’t it come 
to an end?” 

“What should come to an end?” 

“The studying should come to an end,” he 
said. 

“Learning has no end,” Tamara informed him. 

“Ts it then like the Torah that is bottomless?” 
the father remarked jokingly. 

“Of course it is endless,” Tamara humored 
him. “I am still at the very beginning.” 

“At the beginning, you say,” the Father con- 
tinued to joke. “In that case, when will you 
reach God?” 

“After I finish my university courses, and I 
work a couple of years in a clinic or a hospital 
I will be ready to start practicing, and this will 
be like a new school in which to study. . .” 

Itzikel Shostepal felt helpless and speechless. 
He did not answer his daughter. He only rose 
from his chair and with hands folded behind 
him and his head lowered he began pacing back 
and forth. A while later he stopped before his 
daughter and their eyes met, not on an even 
plane but the eyes of one looking downward 
and those of the other looking up. Without a 
word they fought their battle and it seemed 
that like wild beasts they were ready to leap one 
upon the other. The Father finally announced 
firmly: 

“Tamara! You will do what I tell you 

She replied with equal firmness: ‘Father! 
You are wrong! I will do what I want to!” 
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“What? What did you say? Say that again!” 

“I will repeat it ten times, a hundred times: 
I will do what I want to do!” 

“Well, we will see!” 

“Yes, we will see!” 


Nonsense! Itzikel Shostepal is wise enough to 

realize that the times have changed—these 
aren’t the days when one could compel a child 
to do its parents’ will. Times have changed so 
much everywhere, among Jews especially, that 
parents are glad when they are not compelled 
to do their children’s will . . . So he betook 
himself and escorted his daughter to Petersburg; 
he engaged room and board for her in the home 
of a relative, the wife of a printer; he went 
with her to buy her books, clothing and other 
necessities. When the time came to part, he felt 
like crying, but Tamara took him by the hand 
and admonished him: 

“Shame on you, Father; you should behave 
like this? It’s more fitting for a woman! You 
can peacefully return home . . . You know very 
well that your daughter is no longer a child 
over whom one must fret. There is a post office 
that carries mail back and forth . . . I will 
probably visit home for the holidays . . . So, 
have a good trip and give my regards to Mother.” 

All the way back, Itzikel Shostepal couldn’t 
help thinking: 

“What’s going on here? My daughter, my 
only child who will inherit me when the time 
comes—why should she study? She says she 
wants to learn a profession, be independent, on 
her own. Have you ever heard of such a thing? 
It was my notion to teach her, to educate her. 
Now it serves me right.” 

Such were the thoughts that raced through 
Itzikel Shostepal’s head as he worried his curly 
beard. It’s fortunate—he consoled himself—that 
Tamara hadn’t done something still worse, such 
as, for instance, falling in love with that no good 
son of the pharmacist who was somehow always 
around. He couldn’t help recalling that Sascha 
Safronovich also went to Petersburg to study, 
and that throughout the entire trip he had been 
constantly under foot, though he did not dare 
approach them on the train. 

“What is the pharmacist’s son doing here?” 
he had asked Tamara. 

“He is going to Petersburg to study,” she had 
informed him. 

“Study? Study what? Everybody seems to be 
studying.” 

“Medicine,” she had answered briefly. 

“Together with you?” 

“What have I to do with him?” 
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Her answer had somewhat reassured him, yet 
Itzikel Shostepal returned home all in a dither 
and took it out on his wife, as is the custom 
when a man comes home upset and disturbed. A 
wise woman, who understands her husband, 
generally lets well enough alone on such oc- 
casions. But Shivke was not numbered among 
the wise wives. She says whatever comes to her 
head. No sooner did he return from the trip 
than she greeted him: 

“Well? What’s new?” 

“J; there supposed to be anything new?” 

“How is the child?” 

“How should she be?” 

“You took her to Petersburg?” 

“No, I dropped her on the way.” 

“Did you rent a room for her?” 

“No, I left her outdoors.” 

“What are you so touchy about?” 

“Don’t bother me.” 

A wise wife, who understands her husband, 
says no more after such a greeting but, as we 
said, Shivke was not the brightest among women, 
and a moment later she resumed the conversa- 
tion: 

“How do you like our neighbor?” 

“Which neighbor?” 

“The pharmacist.” 

“What’s the matter now?” 

“Yesterday he met me on the stairs and said: 
‘Your husband went to Petersburg?’ So I said: 
‘He took our daughter.’ So he says: ‘And I let 
my son go by himself.’ ” 

“Delighted to hear it,” Itzikel replied and 
transfixed his wife with a stare. “Why do you 
tell me all this?” 

“For no particular reason,” Shivke said, “just 
so. Then he, the pharmacist that is, says to me: 
‘My son knows your daughter.’ ” 

“T am still more delighted. Any particular 
reason why I should know this?” Itzikel shouted 
impatiently. 

“What are you hollering for? You returned, 
so I am telling you, just so.” 

“Was I asking you?” 

“Just look at him fly off his handle.” 

“Leave me alone! Don’t bother me! Get out 
of my hair!” 


Havinc vENTED his irritation, Itzikel Shostepal 

seized his umbrella and dashed outside where 
he literally bumped into the pharmacist. Now, 
one can’t be so rude as not to acknowledge a 
greeting, and when one asks you, “How are 
you?” you must answer, “Fine, thank you, and 
how are you?” Thus, against his will, Itzikel 
was drawn into a conversation. 
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Pharmacist: “When did you return from 
Petersburg?” 

Itzikel: “Today.” 

Pharmacist: “Escorted your daughter to the 
university?” 

Itzikel: “Escorted my daughter to the uni- 
versity.” 

Pharmacist: “She studies medicine?” 

Itzikel: “She studies medicine.” 

Pharmacist: “My son went by himself.” 

Itzikel: “By himself .. .” 

Pharmacist: “A son is not like a daughter.” 

Itzikel: “Not like a daughter . . .” 

Pharmacist: “My son knows your daughter 
very well.” 

Itzikel; ““That’s fine. Now you must excuse 
me; I have no time.” 

Itzikel Shostepal left the pharmacist even 
more disturbed than he had been before. “What 
does this pharmacist want from me?” he couldn’t 
help thinking. “Why is he bothering me about 
his son and that he is acquainted with my daugh- 
ter? Could he mean something special by it? 
Perhaps he is thinking of a match? A nice in-law 
—Safronovich the pharmacist, ha-ha-ha.” 

No sooner did Itzikel Shostepal punctuate his 
sad thoughts with a laugh than someone else 
latched on to him; this time it was Lipe. . 

Lipe—the wood-man, as he is called—had 
heard that Itzikel had just returned from Peters- 
burg and he came running for news of his 
daughter. 

“Good morning, Reb Itzikel. I have been 
looking for you for the past half hour,” says 
Lipe the wood-man and strokes his broom-like 
beard. 

““What’s the good news?” Shostepal asks him. 

“JT wanted to ask you whether you hadn’t 
seen my daughter, Mascha, while you were 
there.” 

“Which Mascha?” 

“My daughter Mascha!” 

“Where did I see her?” 

“There, in Petersburg. She is there, together 
with your daughter . . . She is a good girl.” 

“Who is?” 

“My daughter, Mascha . . . She knows your 
daughter very well. Do you know who intro- 
duced them?” 

“Who?” 

“The teacher.” 

“What teacher?” 

“Romanenko. He is a regular guy.” 

“What do you mean a regular guy?” 

Lipe the wood-man strokes his beard, looks 
furtively to all sides, and whispers: 

“He is a Sotzelist!” 

“A what?” 
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“A Sotzelist, one of the Sotzelists who, you 
know... and he again looks about himself ap- 
prehensively. “He made them all Sotzelists, my 
daughter, yours...” 

“My daughter? My Tamara? Oh no! Now 
you will please excuse me, but I am in a hurry.” 

And Itzikel Shostepal rushes away like one 
hunted. “What is going on here?” he wonders. 
“Everybody boasts of knowing my daughter! 
Very well, let them know her! Why not? Let 
them know her!” 


BUT His INDIFFERENCE Was not genuine. A nag- 

ging doubt entered his mind and tormented 
him, and he was mightily displeased that every 
Tom, Dick and Harry knew his daughter and 
talked about her. But the main venom of his 
irritation was directed at Lipe and his “‘Sotzel- 
ism”. True, Shostepal had heard something of 
the sort before; some doubt had been buzzing 
in his head. He had heard his daughter toss about 
words like “organization”, “general strike’, 
“constitution” and similar phrases. But, foolish 
father that he was, he had merely admired her 
for them. “Here is a woman with a man’s head 
on her shoulders,” he would gloat mentally. “A 
pity she wasn’t born a boy.” And the happy 
father would indulge in wild fantasies about 
his beloved Tamara. He would imagine that a 
millionaire, a sort of Poliakov from Petersburg, 
comes to woo Tamara, and she sends the suitor 
to talk to her father. He grants an audience to 
this Poliakov in the large sitting room. They 
settle down in upholstered chairs about a small 
round table and discuss railroads, bridges, sugar 
refineries, lumber, anything that comes to mind, 
until they finally get to the main topic—his 
Tamara. 

“I have heard, Mr. Shostepal, that you have 
an exceptional daughter,” Poliakov says, mean- 
while toying with his watch chain. 

“What? In Petersburg you heard about her?” 
Itzikel says, and his heart is fit to burst with 
pride and joy. 

“Good things are known far and wide,” Polia- 
kov smiles. “I have already seen her, and talked 
to her, too. I like her very much. You no doubt 
know that I am Poliakov’s son, and so far as 
money is concerned, I can’t complain.” 

“Of course,” Shostepal interrupts him. “We 
have heard of your wealth. I wish I were no 
worse off. But the main thing is she, I mean my 
daughter, does she like you?” 

And Itzikel Shostepal floats in bliss. To have 
a Poliakov for a son-in-law—that’s no small 
matter. Let’s see now, that amounts to some 
thirty odd millions. The whole city, nay, the 
whole world would burst with envy. 
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Such were the sweet dreams of the doting 
father and they were shattered all at once, in a 
single instant, when Tamara informed him that 
her only ambition was to study medicine, get 
a degree, then practice her profession and be of 
use to the country, humanity. Such strange talk! 
A match? Marriage? Not a word of these. She 
wouldn’t hear of such things. 

But his paternal love also sought to justify 
her, to defend her choice, and to find consola- 
tion. 

“There doesn’t exist another Tamara like 
mine! There isn’t another such beautiful, intel- 
ligent, dear and devoted daughter in the world.” 

He recalled how they parted in Petersburg 


JEWIsH FRONTIER 


and what she said at the parting, and the load 
eased from his heart. He tried to dispel the op- 
pressive thoughts and to rid himself of the haunt- 
ing conversations and all the irrelevant persons 
who crossed his path. He began to nurture a 
new hope that Tamara might change, that even 
in Petersburg she might meet some kind of 
Poliakov—the entire scheme might be reversed 
if only God would trouble to take an interest in 
it. “Don’t worry,” he reassured himself. “Just 
don’t worry! Confidence! Have confidence; and 
faith in the Almighty! If He should only want 
to, He knows how!” 


Translated from the Yiddish by SHLOMO Katz 











BOOKS 


THE GERMAN ALIBI 
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FRAGEBOGEN, by Ernest von Salo- 
mon. Doubleday. N. Y. 525 pp. 
$6. 


HE HEART OF THE HORROR that 

was Nazism can never be 
sounded by scientific population 
surveys or by statistical averages; 
it can be reached only through the 
self-revelations, conscious or oth- 
erwise, of those individual human 
beings who killed their fellow men 
in cold blood, or stood aside while 
others committed the crime in 
their name and to their profit. 

Fragebogen, by Ernest von Sal- 
omon is such an involuntary case 
study of the totalitarian disease. 
What makes it so representative 
is the fact that the author was 
not a Nazi but a man who, in the 
terminology of present day psy- 
chology, would be called an au- 
thoritarian personality. In this 
respect he is typical of millions 
of educated and cultured Germans 
who recognized early the true na- 
ture of the Hitler movement but 
who put aside their moral scruples, 
their intellectual doubts and their 
class prejudices because they had 
despaired of attaining their na- 
tionalist aspirations by legitimate 
means and were ready to support 
any movement, however immoral 
or vulgar, if it promised to bring 
about the kind of social order 


which upbringing and tradition 
had made an indispensable _psy- 
chological need for them. Yet, 
after having brought ruin and 
death to twenty million lives, the 
German people do not feel respon- 
sible for the consequence of their 
actions; like the author of this 
book they shrug off all moral in- 
volvement and responsibility for 
the terror they supported to the 
bitter end. Because it has caught 
so accurately the mood of Ger- 
many, Ernst v. Salomon’s. auto- 
biography “Der Fragebogen” has 
become a phenomenal besteller 
in Germany and a document of 
the time. 

Von Salomon’s family belonged 
to the lower, landless German no- 
bility which for generations has 
occupied the upper ranks of the 
monarchic bureaucracy. The at- 
mosphere at home was one of cul- 
ture, discipline and devotion to 
the Kaiser. Young Ernst was sent 
to a military school and early ex- 
hibited the two traits that were 
to distinguish him for life: a deep 
inner need to submit to authority 
and a highly refined sensuality 
which sent him in search of ever 
increasing doses of excitement. 
Too young to have participated in 
the first world war, he threw him- 
self headlong into the feverish tur- 
moil of post-war Germany, trem- 








bling on the brink of civil war. 
The country was bankrupt, the 
army defeated, the proletariat was 
rising and the small group of pow- 
erful magnates were fighting for 
their lives. Beneath all the tever- 
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ish activity lay, in ominous si- 
lence, the vast unorganized mass 
of pauperized officials, unemployed 
intellectuals, starving pensioners 
and unsuccesful, small business- 
men, powerless and sullen, wait- 
ing for their redeemer. There was 
a dangerous ferment, an unhealthy 
feverishness in the air that pro- 
liferated illegal organizations and 
vest pocket messiahs. The libidi- 
nal pull of all this excitement and 
violence proved too much for 
young Salomon. Educated to be 
a soldier, he spurned the tame 
routine of his father’s bureaucratic 
life and joined the illegal Freikorps 
which were fighting to break the 
border provisions of the treaty of 
Versailles. Among these outlaw 
predecessors of the Nazi Storm 
Troops he enjoyed the comfort of 
discipline, the excitement of war 
and the warmth of misguided pa- 
triotism. From here it was only 
one step to political assassination. 

This step was taken on June 
24th, 1922 when Walter Rath- 
enau, Jewish industrialist and cab- 
inet member, was shot down in a 
Berlin suburb. Von Salomon par- 
ticipated in every phase of the 
crime, except the last. A lucky 
accident kept him out of the mur- 
der car and saved him from the 
ultimate consequences of his crime. 
Apprehended, the nineteen-year- 
old was sentenced to five years 
of imprisonment for his share in 
the conspiracy. When he was re- 
leased it turned out that the in- 
cident had set the pattern of his 
life. From then on he was involved 
in every nationalistic and reaction- 
ary movement in Germany; he 
wrote books and articles glorify- 
ing lawless chauvinism; as a news- 
paper editor he incited farmers to 
tax evasion, civil disobedience and 
bomb throwing; as a member of 
the gang which murdered Rath- 
enau he lent his glamor to early 
Nazi meetings. But he was care- 
ful, the process of conforming 
had begun; he only furnished the 
brains and the approval—the dirty 
work he left to others. His atti- 
tude to the Nazis was character- 
istically ambivalent. On the one 
hand he was repelled by them: 
the aristocrat in him was revolted 
by the petty-bourgeois origins and 
manners of Hitler and his gang; 
as an intellectual he was cynically 
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amused by the childishness of their 
doctrine, and as a man of the 
world he was annoyed by the per- 
nicious nonsense of their racist 
doctrines. On the other hand, he 
knew that his own nationalistic 
longings and his “patriotic” de- 
sires could be achieved only 
through the .Nazis. Hitler con- 
trolled the masses; there was no 
alternative to him on the political 
right. Von Salomon realized that 
Hitler, however repugnant person- 
ally, had come to fulfill what he, 
v. Salomon, had preached all the 
years, and he supported him, 
though he refused to join the Nazi 
party. 

In his report on this time v. 
Salomon gives no account of any 
apprehension he might have felt 
concerning the rising terror and 
the persecution of organized labor, 
Jews and other minority groups. 
Presumably, like so many other 
Germans of his class, he thought 
these excesses a regrettable, but 
necessary concession to the irra- 
tional prejudices of the only man 
who could lead Germany to great- 
ness. As long as he was not per- 
sonally under attack he was will- 
ing to sacrifice the purity of his 
conscience to the greatness of Ger- 
many. 


UT THE HOUR OF RECKONING 

came. On the thirtieth of June, 
1934 Hitler kills Roehm, one of 
his closest friends, and hundreds, 
perhaps thousands of the top lead- 
ers of the Storm Troops. An 
agony of fright ran through the 
entire nationalistic movement and 
its “respectable” supporters, a 
traumatic shock gripped them 
from which they would not re- 
cover. Henceforth nobody was 
safe, the terror they had created, 
or smugly tolerated, had finally 
turned against its authors. With- 
out a fight they knuckled under, 
thousands “emigrated” into the 
army, the rest scrambled frantical- 
ly in search of anonymity and ob- 
livion in the ranks of the brown 
masses. Von Salomon, with more 
pull and connections than most, 
got himself a plushy job writing 
scenarios for the nazified film in- 
dustry. He had now completely 
withdrawn from public life. His 
sensuality which once could be 


JEWIsH FRONTirR 


PASSOVER 
GREETINGS 











a 





EXTENDS 
GREETINGS 


to all its patrons 
fora 


HAPPY 
PASSOVER 


10 East 48th Street 





Just off Fifth Ave. ‘ 





suc] 
ridi 
tell; 
reg. 

















MarcH, 1955 





quenched only in conspiracy and 
violence was now sated with liquor 
and fast cars. Concerned with 
nothing but saving his own skin 
he collaborated opportunistically 
with a regime he later professed 
to have detested. 

His position is perhaps most 
tellingly illustrated by his com- 
ments on the brutal beating of a 
Jew by two Storm Troopers. “But, 
my dear” he says later to his up- 
st girl friend (herself half-Jew- 
ish), as he comforts her over a 
cup of coffee in his cozy apart- 
ment, “what can I do? If I help 
the Jew I'll only succeed in land- 
ing in the concentration camp 
myself, and if I don’t try to help 
him, I can’t call myself a man. I 
am in a position where I have to 
choose between being a fool or a 
coward.” Thus it comes about that 
von Salomon recognizes the shame- 
fulness of his position, though it 
is significant that he is more con- 
cerned about the stain on his honor 
than about the death of another 
human being. (It is perhaps even 
more significant that the moral 
of this story is immediately blunt- 
ed by another anecdote the point 
of which is that the Jews didn’t 
really want Germans to come to 
their help, because such help only 
made them more conspicuous.) 
When he finally faced the reality 
of the terror, it was as a victim, 
not as its co-author; if he shows 
any pity, it is only for himself. 

The most blatant exhibition of 
this self-pity is furnished by the 
recital of von Salomon’s experi- 
ences in an American prison camp 
after the war. In a voice per- 
manently at the breaking point 
he tells of his humiliating exper- 
iences, some probably true, others 
patently invented. One such ob- 
viously manufactured incident, 
excised from the English transla- 
tion, tells of G. I. guards cold- 
bloodedly machinegunning _ pris- 
oners. At another point he makes 
the absurd statement that Ameri- 
can officers of Italian and Yugoslav 
descent found it easier to speak 
to each other in German than in 
English. There are many other 
such inventions, all calculated to 
ridicule American justice and in- 
telligence in German eyes. But 
regardless of the veracity of in- 
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dividual accusations it is a measure 
of the man that he lavishes a fy] 
hundred pages of the five hundred 
in the book on the few month; 
he spent in an American camp 
while he devotes exactly one sen- 
tence to the murder and torture 
of six million Jews and fourteen 
million Poles, Russians, Czechs 
etc., at the hands of the Germans, 
Here it is, for the record: ‘‘Natur- 
ally I knew very well what was 
being done to the Jews, to the 
Polish intellectuals, to the Russian 
commissars, to the Czech students, 
to the German communists.” 


This monstrous disproportion 
measures exactly the dimensions 
of German opportunism, its cal- 
lousness, its self-righteousness, its 
brutal disregard of others and its 
ingratitude to the Americans. 
Nothing has changed, no terror 
has touched their souls. Von Sal- 
omon, as of old, turns his cloak 
to the wind of the times. When 
Hitler’s star was ascending he 
preached violence and _ justified 
crime; when the terror threatened 
his person, he adapted himself to 
it and, as an “unpolitical artist” 
wrote well-paid scenarios glorify- 
ing the new order; and now, hav- 
ing adapted himself once more, he 
is collecting enormous royalties 
for pandering to all the worst 
character defects of his country- 
men. 


As of old, the “decent”? Ger- 
mans recognize their innermost 
selves, as they would like to see 
them in v. Salomon’s books. If 
once he flattered them with the 
lying image of idealistic patriotic 
youth, he now shows them a noble 
people, betrayed, victimized and, 
above all, innocent. Forgotten is 
the time when, to a man, they 
cheered Hitler, when they greedily 
grasped the fruits of his crimes, 
when they were the enthusiastic 
accomplices of murder and theft. 
No feeling of guilt troubles them 
now, no sense of complicity in- 
trudes to disturb their self-right- 
eousness. Nothing remains of the 
evil vears but soggy self-pity and 
cynical opportunism. 
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THE DREAM OF 
ZION REBUILT 


by Harold U. Ribalow 


The Spark and the Exodus, by 
Benedict and Nancy Freedman. 
Crown. 287 pp. $3.00. 

To Next Year in Jerusalem, by 
David Marcus. St. Martin’s 
Press. 298 pp. $3.50. 


NTIL THE ESTABLISHMENT of 

Israel, fiction concerning the 
eternal Jewish longing for Zion 
was infrequent, and when it did 
appear was more exhortatory than 
literary. Indeed, except for a few 
occasional novels and _ fugitive 
stories in Jewish periodicals by 
Ludwig Lewisohn and Meyer 
Levin, practically none of Amer- 
ican Jewry’s novelists or short 
story writers considered Palestine 
worthy of their creative talents. 
There was Meyer Levin’s novel 
Yehuda, Lewisohn’s work — and 
then silence. 

The war in Palestine stirred the 
interest of some half-dozen ser- 
ious writers, Arthur Koestler most 
notably, but such fiction as did 
appear was bitter and distorted 
(Koestler, Alex Comfort), or 
grandiloquent and propagandistic 
(nearly all the rest). Once (in 
The Second Scroll by A. M. 
Klein), there was an attempt at 
complicated literary experimenta- 
tion combined with a Zionist 
theme. Otherwise, the novels 
which were produced were more 
interesting to students of the Mid- 
dle East than to literary critics 
or to the average reader of fiction. 

The two books under consid- 
eration here, taken as something of 
a unit, are rather surprisingly dif- 
ferent from all the other Zionist 
novels and offer a fascinating in- 
sight less into Israel than into the 
effect and impact of Zionism on 
isolated Jewish communities in the 
Diaspora. 

Today, of course, there is an 
Israeli tendency to belittle the 
Diaspora and the Jews who prefer 
its comforts (in the Western 
world), to the thrill and fulfill- 
ment of pioneering in Israel. Yet 
the six Jews who are the major 
characters in The Spark and the 
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Exodus were part of the second 
Aliyah of 1906—and they rep- 
resent the era of Ben-Gurion and 
Ben-Zvi, who came not only to 
settle in a barren land but also, 
in time, to lead it. And the min- 
yan of Jews in the little Irish 
town of Drumcoole—the heroes 
of To Next Year in Jerusalem— 
while remaining in Ireland, sym- 
bolize the scattered Jewish rem- 
nant who dreamed of, prayed for, 
saw fulfillment in and supported 
the land of Israel which, inexor- 
ably, dramatically and finally be- 
came the State of Israel. 


Equally symbolic is the back- 
ground of the authors of these 
novels. Benedict and Nancy Freed- 
man are the succesful collabor- 
ators of Mrs. Mike, a national 
best-seller about the life of a cour- 
ageous woman living in Alaska—a 
distant cry from Israel. Yet the 
Freedmans (he is the son of a 
Jewish humorist whose major 
claim to literary fame is that he 
wrote jokes for Eddie Cantor) 
have become entranced not by the 
obvious dramatic materials of the 
recent heroic history of Israel, but 
by the possibly higher drama of 
the departure for Palestine of a 
half-dozen Polish Jews some five 
decades ago. As for David Mar- 
cus, the author of To Next Year 
in Jerusalem, he is not the legend- 
ary David Marcus who did so 
much to establish the Israeli Army, 
but an Irish-Jewish writer and 
editor who saw in the quiet drama 
of the Jews living in isolation 
among a nation of Irish Catholics 
a subject for a novel which would 
stress the romanticism and impact 
of political Zionism on that hand- 
ful of Jews. 

The Freedman novel tells of 
five men and a young girl of 
Tolne, Poland, who are tired of 
their poverty-stricken lives in 
their hometown and want to find 
spiritual fulfillment in Palestine. 
Their journey through unfriendly 
stretches of Europe ends, finally, 
when they arrive safely (but 
singly, not as a group), in the 
barren land of Palestine. Who 
they are, why they left, how they 
managed to reach their destina- 
tion make up the materials of 
this stirring narrative. The Or- 
thodox young Jew goes along be- 
cause of his love for the rebellious 
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young girl, who, in turn, wants 
a chance to live in a new world, 
a Jewish world. Meir, the half- 
Jew, half-Cossack, the marginal 
man, so to speak, discovers that it 
is his Jewishness that wins out— 
and he becomes one of the six. 
The peddler, fed up with his life 
of fear and catering to the Goyim, 
is insistent that he make the 
journey. The others, from the 
consumptive weaver to the leader 
of the group, have good and un- 
derstandable reasons for escaping 
the ghetto. 


Throughout the book, the 
Freedmans create a historic sense 
of the Jewish longing for Eretz 
Israel. There are heated debates 
on Jewish theology and faith, on 
Zionism and anti-Semitism. These 
people are alive and one recog- 
nizes, with the shock of recogni- 
tion, that these were the men, 
puny though they may have been 
physically, who were to people 
the land of Palestine and lead it 
well and intelligently, until it be- 
came the State of Israel. They 
were the men driven not only by 
persecution, but by a dream as 
well. They held underground 
meetings in enslaved lands. They 
evaded police; they argued and 
outwitted the Goyim; they scraped 
and they fought and slept in the 
mud—all so that they might some 
day reach the soil of the Holy 
Land. The Freedmans make all 
their people credible, likeable and 
— in many ways — wonderful. 
Because they write well and un- 
derstand that the raw material of 
Zionism spells high drama, the 
Freedmans have produced an un- 
usually fine book on what is, in 
a very deep sense, the Zionism 
that led to statehood. 


David Marcus’ fiction, on the 
other hand, is cerebral, quiet, dis- 
cursive, and non-dramatic. His 
Jews found their way more or 
less accidentally to Drumcoole, 
where the Irish allow them to live 
in peace. Jonathan Lipman, the 
youngest of the ten Jewish men, 
remains in Drumcoole because 
he completes the minyan. With- 
out him, then, there is no organ- 
ized Jewish religious life. Life 
in the Irish town is passably good. 
But Jonathan lives always in a 
“mood of bridled desperation.” 
He is persistently and permanently 
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alienated from the rest of his 
world. To his best friend, the 
priest of the village, he confesses, 
“For me, Father, being a Jew is a 
twenty-four-hour-a-day job, sixty 
minutes per hour. By that I mean 
that I am always aware of my re- 
ligion—I can never forget, never 
completely lose the feeling of be- 
ing something apart, something 
different.” 

Jonathan is in love with a local 
Irish girl, but she knows as well 
as he that nothing permanent can 
come of their love. So Jonathan 
searches for a more ultimate satis- 
faction and he finds it in his 
dreams of settling in Palestine. 
The priest encourages him in that 
desire and when an important 
American-Jewish fund-raiser for 
Palestine comes to Drumcoole and 
excites both Jonathan and the 
other Jews, the young Irish Jew 
senses that some day he will find 
fulfillment in Palestine. The effect 
of the establishment of Israel on 
all the Jews and on the Irish priest 
is a familiar story to Zionists 
everywhere. Even in the hidden 
villages of the world, wherever 
there, are Jews, Jewish hearts beat 
more rapidly and excitedly, with 
more hope and fervor, now that 
there is a Jewish State. 

As a novel, Mr. Marcus’ work 
is reflective and, at times, just the 
slightest bit on the dull side. To 
Jewish readers, however, who are 
willing to overlook excitement for 
thoughtful writing and honest sit- 
uations, To Next Year in Jerusa- 
lem is a satisfying book. 

That an Irish Jew and an 
American-Jewish writing team 
should, separately and independ- 
ently, mirror the endless fascina- 
tion and attraction of Zionism and 
the richness in the creation of 
Israel is no less interesting than 
the works that they have written, 
thousands of miles apart, about a 
land which remains vivid in their 
lives and dreams, even as they 
themselves live in the Diaspora. 
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THE LIFE AND TIMES OF GENERAL 
Two-Gun CoHEN, by Charles 
Drage. Funk & Wagnalls, New 
York. $4.00. 


ORRIS ABRAHAM COHEN, a 
product of the East End of 
London, a prizefighter at the age 
of eight, a juvenile delinquent, 
an inmate of an early experiment- 
al Jewish reformatory which in 
all probability swerved him from 
a life of crime, emigrated to Ca- 
nada at the age of sixteen. There 
but for a chance meeting with a 
Chinese restaurateur whom _ he 
saved from a _ robbery, Morris 
Cohen’s life probably would have 
followed the path of a semi-pro- 
fessional gambler or that of a rich 
businessman. Mah Sung’s friend- 
ship gradually involved him in the 
Chinese Revolutionary movement. 
When Dr. Sun Yat-sen travelled 
in Canada, Morris Cohen was cho- 
sen to be his bodyguard. After 
serving in World War I where he 
learned everything about military 
training that he didn’t already 
know, Morris Cohen threw in his 
lot with Dr. Sun and sailed for 
Shanghai. In China, General 
‘Cohen had a remarkable career as 
aide and bodyguard to Dr. Sun. 
After Dr. Sun’s death he knew 
and worked with Sun Fo, Chiang 
Kai-Shek, and Li Chai Sum among 
others. After the fall of Hong 
Kong, he was imprisoned in a Japa- 
nese concentration camp. When 
communism came to China, he 
returned to his native England. 


Much of the book is told in 
General Cohen’s words and re- 
veals a man who is far from the 
traditional “Jewish boy makes 
good.” Admittedly a “tough guy” 
who likes his wine, women and 
cards, Cohen wins admiration not 
for the intellectual qualities or 
business acumen which are so 
valued in Jewish success stories as 
for the sheer weight of his dogged 
loyalty to Dr. Sun, his persever- 
ance, honesty and reliability. Be- 
tween the narrative told in Cohen’s 
own words, there is a more 
literate commentary on _ world 
and particularly Chinese events 
to relate his life story to the times. 
General Cohen’s biography is an 
interesting enough variation on 
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Chocolate Macaroons 15 oz. .98 41 at 
Festival Tin 1 Ib. ees 52 22 
EYRE a ate a Sn ee a ee Send to: Name et ee ee Boe 
Street Address 35 ie eee ee FOC vc: Ee ae eee eee 
City Be re a on i a, = ge ae ar lee ee 
Zone State_..___. bt ee a) SO State : eee 
List additional names, addresses, and selec- 


Message for enclosure card: ___ 


BARRICIN] KOSHER CANDIES. Greater New York, Jersey City, Newark and Philadelphia. 
For Mail Order write to Barricini, Kosher Candies, 22-19 41st Ave., Long Island City, N. Y. 


| check C) money order to cover cost of candy and shipping charges to be 


tions on separate sheet. 
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matzos and matzo products 
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IMPROVED SQUAR 


MATZOS % 
TEA MATZOS 
anaes sone Strictly Kosher for Passover 
) under the supervision of 


MATZO FARFEL 
GEFILLTE FISH 


PAREVE BORSHT ; Rabbis. 












We extend sincere greetings to all our friends and 


patrons for a Happy Passover 


Fine Shoes 





26 East 42nd Street 17 Cortlandt Street - 


pm 


PASSOVER 






} Rabbi Mendel Chodrow and 
t other eminent Orthodox 


hops w= 


s 0 DER le ORR RGR HOR. 


for 58 Years 


- 384 Madison Avenue 
1389 Broadway - BRONX: 314 E. Fordham Road - BROOKLYN: 348 Fult 

898 Flatbush Ave. - JAMAICA: 165-08 Jamaica Ave. - HEMPSTEAD: {3 Main St. 
NEWARK: 843 Broad Street, also Stores in Boston, Philadelphia, Washington, D. C. 


RAQLQLQLLOLLALLALLAMN AHO LALLAMDNALALAAAALANANALHNLLID 


JEWISH FRONTIER 


that of the usual “old China hand” 
to provide a pleasant evening’, 
reading. 


x 
% 


A TREASURY OF ComFronrrt, by 
Sidney Greenberg. Crown Pub- 
lishers, Inc. New York $3.00. 


RRA281 SiwNey GREENBERG, who 

occupies the pulpit of Temple 
Sinai in Philadelphia, has compiled 
an anthology of poetry, essays 
and proverbs designed to comfort 
those who have lost loved ones. 
In an attempt to make life more 
meaningful for those who remain, 
he has culled words of comfort 
from Rabbi Meir to Helen Hayes, 
and from Plato to Julian Huxley. 
The result is an always interesting, 
though sometimes uneven book. 
Passages of breath-taking beauty 
stand in juxtaposition to banal 
or ponderous prose. However, all 
of it is sincere and Rabbi Green- 
berg has in all probability wanted 
to teach all walks of life and all 
levels of appreciation. From this 
point of view, A Treasury of 
Comfort, is a highly successful 
book. 


To the general reader, it is little 
short of amazing how many peo- 
ple have expressed themselves so 
articulately on the subject of their 
private sorrows. In addition, 
there are a number of anonymous 
parables as well as pithy and philo- 
sophical observations by well 
known men and women. Death 
and mourning, sorrow and_ the 
seeking of strength to meet it, 
are universal. This book should 
prove useful in the search of 
courage and meaning to life after 
the loss of a loved one. Clergymen 
of all faiths will find in it some- 
thing pertinent to the most im- 
portant task of finding the right 
word for the bereaved of their 
congregations. Laymen will be 
able to make use of it for their 
own needs or those of their friends. 
Delicate though the subject is, it 
never verges on the macabre or 
gruesome. 

Tosy SHAFTER 
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MOVIES 


GOOD DAY AT MGM 


NUMBER OF YEARS AGO, Dore 

Schary’s vigorous new influ- 
ence at MGM made itself felt in 
3 rather disconcerting series of 
“message” films (The Next Voice 
You Hear, Go For Broke, The 
Magnificent Yankee, etc.), filled 
with the most mawkish and inof- 
fensive sort of liberalism. The ap- 
parent effort to prove that liberal 
sentiments need not be a com- 
mercial liability was expressed, 
again and again, through a kind 
of false heartiness, propped by 
such safe and folksy cliches as 
would not have been out of place 
in an Andy Hardy picture. 

Bad Day at Black Rock, once 
again a personal production of 
Schary’s, comes therefore as a most 
pleasant surprise. A one-armed 
veteran of the Italian campaign 
(Spencer Tracy) has come to 
a stark, sun-glazed little desert 
community, in search of an ob- 
scure Japanese farmer who had 
disappeared shortly after Pearl 
Harbor. And from the very first, 
his mission as well as his almost 
provocative simplicity of manner, 
calls forth a series of startlingly 
violent reactions of guilt and op- 
position. 

So far, this falls into the almost 
pure pattern of American melo- 
drama and Western: the hero 
entering a hostile town, bent on 
a mission from which there is no 
turning back; his need to place 
his trust on weak, untested allies; 
the ambiguous girl, whose loyalty 
until now had apparently belonged 
to the villain . . . All this has al- 
ready been analyzed at great 
length by Wolfenstein and Leites, 
in their book, Movies; A Psycho- 
logical Study. 

But the stunned barrenness of 
Black Rock, the drawling, joyless 
nihilism of its cowboys, the soli- 
citations of unequal combat 
through skillful baiting (surely 
familiar to many Jews who have 
been in the Army), all these are 
perhaps the sharpest portrait of 
American know-nothingism ever 
brought to film. It is men like 
these, you feel, who have modelled 
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Part-time mother? 


Protect your children’s growing-up years 
with Prudential life insurance, and your 
wife won’t have to stop being a 
mother and start being a breadwinner 
if you’re not here. 












See your 


Prudential Agent 
1875—Protecting the Family—1955 
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Passover Greetings . . . 


To Our PATRONS AND FRIENDS 
THE HILLSDALE NATIONAL BANK 


* 


125 BROADWAY 
Hillsdale, N. J. 


MEMBER FEDERAL DEPOSIT INSURANCE CORPORATION 











At Passover time 1955, we greet our 
many friends and patrons, and wish 
them and Jewish people everywhere 


A HAPPY PASSOVER 
® 
KRAFT FOODS COMPANY 


makers of 


PHILADELPHIA BRAND CREAM CHEESE 
And Other Fine Products For the Jewish Home 














An Israeli Summer in the United States 
CAMP HATZOFEH 


Sponsored by HADASSAH — Women's Zionist Organization of America 
Staatsbury, N. Y. in the foothills of the Berkshires 
For Co-ed High School Youth 
Jewish Education Hebrew and Israeli Studies 
Arts and Crafts — Sports and Swimming — Folk Dances 
Prominent Guest Lecturers and Jewish Educators 
Visit the Camp 
Non Profit: $390 Full Season 


Dietary Laws — Sabbath Services — Nurse on Premises 


For further information, write or call 


PLUGAT ALIYAH-HANOAR HATZIONI 


WAtkins 9-7238 


131 West 23rd Street, NYC II 


























ZIM ISRAEL NAVIGATION COMPANY. LTD. 


OWNERS REPRESENTATIVES: AMERICAN-ISRAELI SHIPPING CO. INC. 19 RECTOR ST..N.Y 6 © DIGBY 4-2600 





JEWISH FRONTiR 


the emotion-crippling tradition of 
the “strong, silent man,” thes 
startlingly deglamorized cowboys, 
with their code of mindless man}. 
ness and conformity, their hatred 
of the strange and the thought. 
provoking, their lack of even such 
softening qualities as joy in lechery 
or drinking. Compared to them 
in fact, it is precisely the drunk. 
ards to whom the hero must look 
for their potential of decency, 


’ 


Unlike most melodramas, which | 





~~ 


get away with any amount of 


bone-crunching in the name of 


piety and law, this is a highly | 


moral film. The lesson it dramat- 
izes is one which not only the 
Germans would like to forget, 
that if a community closes it 
eyes to a wrong committed against 
even one of its members, then evil 
has shared its guilt with all of 
them. 

Spencer Tracy, as the man of 
reason, creates a superb symbol 
which never ceases to be an in- 
dividual human being, as he con- 
trives to stay alive through twen- 
ty-four hours of steadily mount- 
ing terror. He succeeds perhaps 
even in making you look at the 





Gary Cooper type a little appre- | 


hensively. 

But above all, Bad Day at Black 
Rock is an expert and thorougly | 
entertaining melodrama, in which, | 
for once, even the _ spoken-for 
minority spectator will find noth- 
ing to make him squirm. 

Millard Kaufman has managed 
to give his dialogue the subtle un- 
dercurrent of tension the good! 


Hemingway stories used to have, | 


and John Sturges’ direction not 
only makes the best of his superior 


material, but succeeds even in the | 
tricky business of putting well-| 
composed images on the Cinem«- | 


Scope screen. 
ANITA WINCELBERG 


FRENCH ROUMANIAN || 
RESTAURANT 
105 DELANCEY STREET 
New York City 
Se tt eae nem arn amen 








HOTEL SANFORD 
FLUSHING, N. Y. 
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ON THE LABOR 
ZIONIST FRONT 


50th Jubilee Dinner 
The 50th Jubilee of the LZOA- 


Poale Zion was celebrated at a gala 
Dinner on February 27th, in the 
Grand Ballroom of the Commo- 
dore Hotel in New York City. 
Hundreds of members and 


ment and representatives of na- 
tional Jewish organizations and 
labor groups attended. The prin- 
cipal speakers were: His Excel- 
lency, Reuven Shiloach, Minister 
Plenipotentiary of Israel; Dr. Na- 
hum Goldmann, Chairman of the 
American Section of the Jewish 
Agency Executive and President 
of the World Jewish Congress; 
Mr. Victor Reuther, Assistant to 
the President of the CIO, and 
Baruch Zuckerman, veteran leader 
of the Labor Zionist Organization. 

Dr. Herman Seidel of Baltimore, 
Chairman of the Central Commit- 
tee of the LZOA, presided. 

Minister Shiloach brought greet- 
ings from the Government of Is- 
rael and congratulated the Labor 
Zionist Organization of America 
on its achievements during the 
past fifty years. He stated that 
Israel views with concern current 
military arrangements in the Mid- 
dle East from which it is excluded. 
These arrangements encourage 
Arab intransigeance and contrib- 
ute further to Isarel’s isolation in 
that area. 

Dr. Goldmann urged the Labor 
Zionist Organization to take the 
lead, not only in extending help 
to the young State of Israel, but 
in working towards the revitaliza- 
tion of Jewish life in America. 
He cautioned his audience not to 
be content with the notable ac- 
complishments of the past and 
warned of the dangers of relaxing 
Zionist zeal and activity at this 
critical juncture in Jewish history. 

Mr. Reuther extended greetings 
on behalf of the CIO and noted 
the close cooperation and _ parallel 
development between the Labor 
Movement in America and the La- 
bor Zionist Organization. He out- 
lined his impressions of a recent 
visit to Israel and cited particu- 
larly the great contributions of 
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_On behalf of the Board of 
7 Trustees and Officers of 
+ §=oour Bank, I take pleas- ; 
ure in extending Pass- 
— over Greetings to our % 


many Jewish friends 


i and depositors. 
George Z. Johnson a 


. President 




















SAVINGS BANK OF BROOKLYN 


DOWNTOWN: Fulton Street and DeKalb Ave. 
BENSONHURST: 86th Street and 19th Avenue 


- FLATBUSH: Ave. J and Coney Island Avenue mm 
CONEY ISLAND: Mermaid Ave. and W. 17th Se. 
waEuSBER FEDERAL CerosiT INSURANCE CORPORATION 
















Exclusive! Manischewitz Inner Wrap 
keeps your matzos oven-crisp 


Now. 


Flavor SEALED 


nop 11395 







in Honor of Passover 


MANISCHEWITZ 


MATZOS * WINE * EGG MATZ0S + GEFILTE FISH » BORSCHT « SPONGE CAKE MIX 











— . 
2 
A. L. EASTMOND & SONS, Inc. 
Electric, Acetylene Welding 
Boilers Retubed Complete Boiler Repairs 
* 
306 West 143rd Street, New York City AUdubon 6-0922 
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Real Estate — Renting 
Loans — Insurance 


Chain Store Leasing 


A 


WaAlnut 0100 
ATLANTA, GEORGIA 
43-45 Walton St., N. W. 








The 
Passover Haggadah 


MOS V7 ATI 
Translated and annotated by 
PHILIP BIRNBAUM 


This Haggadah consists on an entirely 
new translation combining clarity of style 
with accuracy, and a running commen- 
tary containing information derived from 
a wide range of works. Every effort has 
been made to produce an edition giving 
the ancient text renewed force and 
interest. 

Excellently _ illustrated 

and beautifully printed 

Bound in washable cloth 

$2.50 at all bookstores 

Write for our Free Catalogue. 


HEBREW PUBLISHING CO. 
79 Delancey St., New York 2, N. Y. 
Write for our Catalogue 











RIVERSIDE 
MEMORIAL CHAPEL 


Funeral! Directors 


OUR MOST VALUABLE 
POSSESSION IS THE 
GOODWILL OF THE 
FAMILIES WE SERVE 


MANHATTAN: 
76th Street & Amsterdam Avenue 
ENdicott 2-6600 


LONG ISLAND « 
BRONX ° 


BROOKLYN 
WESTCHESTER 
MIAMI 








the Histradut toward its devel- 
opment. He stated that a demo- 
cratic society such as he saw in 
Israel is the best defense against 
Communist aggression. 


Chaver Zuckerman outlined the 
tasks which the Labor Zionist Or- 
ganization faces today, and called 
for renewed efforts to carry out 
the program and ideals of the Or- 
ganization. He stressed the need 
for American immigration to Is- 
rael and urged that LZOA make 
this one of its primary objectives. 


Messages and greetings were re- 
ceived from President Itzhak Ben 
Zvi of Israel; Prime Minister 
Moshe Sharett; former Prime Min- 
ister and present Defense Minister 
David Ben Gurion; President of 
Knesset Yosef Sprinzak; the 
American and Israel Labor Move- 
ments, kindred organizations, and 
Jewish cultural and communal 
agencies. 


Special tribute was paid to the 
founders of the Labor Zionist Or- 
ganization of America in 1905, 
over 40 of whom were seated at 
the Founders’ Dais. 


Central Committee Meeting 


The Golden Jubilee Dinner was 
preceded by a two-day session of 
the Central Committee of the 
LZOA, including representatives 
of the organization from all parts 
of the country. The highlight of 
its deliberations was the adoption 
of a resolution calling for Aliyat 
Elef—the settlement in Israel of 
1,000 families of American Labor 
Zionists. This program is to in- 
clude four types of olim: pioneers 
for the Kibbutzim; settlers for the 
Moshavim; professional men, arti- 
sans and small businessmen for co- 
operative enterprises; and retired 
people. The Central Committee 
also adopted plans for a commu- 
nity service program and extensive 
educational activities. 


Shekel Campaign 


The United States Shekel Board 
has decided to undertake immed- 
iately the Shekel Campaign for 
elections to the World Zionist 
Congress. Machinery for this cam- 
paign within our Movement has 
already been set up and Shekel 
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CITY 
SAVINGS BANK 


Main Office 
Lafayette & Flatbush Aves. 
One block from L.I.R.R. Station 


Bay Parkway Office 
67th St. at Bay Parkway 
At 22nd Ave. Station, Sea Beach Line 


Member Federal Deposit 
Insurance Corporation 














Phone CYpress 3-9770 


BRONX MEMORIALS 
CORPORATION 


Builders of 
.--MONUMENTS... 
of Every Description 
® 


1329 WASHINGTON AVE. 
Near 169th St. & 3rd Ave. 
Bronx, N. Y. 


BEN PEARLBERG 
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HANSCOM 


We carry a complete line of | 
Kosher for Passover Cakes | 
| 
| 


HANSCOM 
BAKE SHOPS 
= i 


Shops Throughout Manhattan 
Bronx, Queens, Long Island 
and New Jersey 


BREAKSTONE BROS. 


INCORPORATED 


45 HUBERT STREET 
WEW YORK 13, N.Y. 
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Committees in all cities are now 
being organized. 

Chavera Chaya Surchin, First 
Vice President of Pioneer Wom- 
en’s Organization has been elected 
National Chairman of the Com- 
mittee, and Chaver Benjamin 
Bursztyn is its National Director. 

We need hardly emphasize the 
vital importance of this matter. 
The leadership of the World Zion- 
jst Movement chosen by your 
Shekolim will shape Zionist policy 
for the next three years. Our 
status and prestige as an Organ- 
ization, as well as our representa- 
tion in the World Zionist Con- 
gress, and the future leadership of 
the World Zionist Movement will 
be determined by the efforts of our 
movement. 


Ichud Information 


Chaver Itzhak Harkavy has as- 
sumed office as General Secretary 
of the Ichud Olami (World Poale 
Zion movement). 

Chaver Harkavy is no new- 
comer to the Labor Zionist Move- 
ment. Beginning his Zionist ac- 
tivity at an early age; (he is to- 




















day under forty)—Harkavy was 
one of the founders of the Zionist 
Youth movement in the Argen- 
tine. While still a student, he be- 
came an active worker in Poale 
Zion. His main interest, apart 
from politics, has always been ed- 
ucation. For some years he di- 
rected the activities of the Bialik 
day school in Buenos Aires found- 
ed by the Labor Zionist movement 
and attended by over a thousand 
pupils. At the same time he car- 
ried on an intensive campaign de- 
signed to bring home to the Span- 
ish-speaking Jewish youth of 
South. America the elements of 
Hebrew culture old and new. This 
he did through lecture tours, sem- 
inars and articles in the Press. He 
was the first to translate Borochov 
into Spanish. Itzhak Harkavy has 
in recent years been the recog- 
nized leader of South American 
Zionism. In addition to being 
President of the Argentine Zionist 
Council he was also the only South 
American representative on the 
World Zionist Actions Commit- 
tee. At the same time, he was 
General Secretary of Poale Zion 
in the Argentine and editor of the 
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GREETINGS TO OUR... 


Many Friends and Patrons 


KNICKERBOCKER 
ICE CO. 
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JOINT BOARD 
Cloak & Skirtmakers Union, I.L.G.W.U. 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


GREETINGS 


May the thousands of new Olim quickly find 
their way to successful integration in Israel 
and to creative tasks for the Histadrut! 


SIDNEY GREENBERG, Chairman 
SIMON DAVIDSON, Secretary HARRY DORDICK, Manager 




















GREETINGS FROM 


CENTRAL OVERALL SUPPLY Co. 


7043 EAST PALMER AVENUE 
DETROIT, MICHIGAN 








MOROFF & BROUDE 





Free Mambo & Rhumba Instructions - Dancing, Entertainment 
Nightly - Free Billiards, Ping Pong, Shuffle Board - Traditional 
Saturday Nite Midnite Parties. Delicious Kosher Meals. 

under supervision of 


ANNA BROUDE 
Lexington or 3rd LAKEWOOD N.J. 


LAkewood 6-0662; 6-0616 
PAULINE MOROFF, Mgr. 




















TAlmadge 3-7700 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


PARKCHESTER GENERAL HOSPITAL 


* 


ZEREGA AND WESTCHESTER AVENUE 


BRONX 61, N. Y. 








JEWISH Front 





Spanish-language Journal Jerysg. 
lem. His appointment as General 
Secretary of Ichud Olami is a new. 
CompBiaente of .. - departure. For the first time, 
young man brought up in the 
West has been raised to the highes 
executive post in the movement, | 
LAKE CHEMICAL Co. i ins Hine with the anccage aa 
made to revitalize Poale Zion 
throughout the Diaspora. 
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SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA 


STATIONERS 
3052 W. CARROLL STREET 


Chi ill Los Angeles, Calif. 
icago, til. 








MORRIS ABRAMS 





i New York, N. Y. 
Compliments of .. . ew Yor 


CLINTON WATCH CO. 
" BRIGHTON PLACE DAIRY 





29 E. MADISON STREET Rochester, N. Y. 
Chicago, III. 














WM. E. LEAHY 
Bowen Bldg. 
fall La ( mpany Washington, D. C. 


22-12 BRIDGE PLAZA SOUTH LONG ISLAND CITY 1, N.Y. 
Telephone: STiiwill 4-373 





J. GELANT!! 


Richmond Hill, N. Y. 








PASSOVER GREETINGS TO ALL 


THE FIRST NATIONAL BANK OF FARMINGDALE 


Main Street Farmingdale, L. I. Greensboro, N. C. 
Members F. D. I. C. 


NORTH STATE HATCHERY 














LORETTA FOOD SHOP 
COMPLIMENTS OF ... 


X-ACTO ' Inc. Cincinnati, Ohio 
HANDICRAFT TOOLS AND KNIVES 
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LONG ISLAND CITY I, N. Y. 





HERTZ SHOE CLINIC 


San Francisco, Calif. 








TOWN DEVELOPMENT CORPORATION 
n VOGUE FABRIC SHOP 


5829 N. LINCOLN AVENUE Kansas City, Mo. 
Chicago 45, Illinois 
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